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 ELEGY NY 
ON THE DEATH or Miss HARRIET, TAYLOR» 
By ner FATHER JOHN TAYLOR, * 


4 PIES vain the wiſh of long continuing joy, 
Form'd on the tranſient pleaſures of a day! 

How weak that man ſhould ſerious toil employ, 7 

To reſt his thoughts on clouds which fleet d | 


As well from hence he may attempt to riſe, 
On eddying winds aloft, and proudly dare 
To bid the fiery meteor in the ſkies + 
Arreſt its motion through the liquid air. 


| Scarce had ſwift time his laughing-ciuge drawn, 
Of gay deluſive years to twenty one, 
Ere all the light- ua bubbles of our dan 
Vaniſh like dew-drops from the morning ſun. 


In manhood's courſe how artfully are thrown mn 
Succeeding lures of life from ſtage ro ſtage!” 

More firm in proſpe&t, but, when” truly known, * 
Frail as the playthings of our infant age! 


Of human ties that bind us moſt to earth, 
However various, tis by all agreed, 2 

If funk with ſadneſs, or if chear'd by bn 
In either period fr 9 takes the lead. 


1 
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Happy their lot, whoſe ever ſeeking minds, 

In this falſe world, can gain a ſmall ſupply ! 
Supremely ſo the man, who hourly finds 

At home its radiance beam from every eye! 


This my paſt life hath prov'd, and yet may prove, 
Save that my Harriet is no longer giv'n! 

Her ſoul of friendſhip and her looks of love, 
Fled to their ſource, have found a home in heav'n. 


— 


Alas! reflection now alternate guides 

The mind, enfecbled to each different theme; 
As buried joy or living lope preſides, 

Till balmy ſlumbers give this lenient dream: 


Methinks I ſee, with ſympathetic woe, t 
Pale forrow moving from that hallow'd tomb, : 
In ſighs as mild as ſummer's zephyrs blow, 
To breath theſe accents thro* the midnight gloom. |} 


Mourner approach ! you moon will light thy way, 
O'er funeral hillocks in the cypreſs glade; 
Theſe flowing eyes ſhall catch ler waning ray, 
And ſhew the flow' ry turf where Harriet's laid! 


7 . * 1 


Eager I haſte, with dying voice to ſpeak 
his one memorial, as a truth ſincere: 
Her life ne'er call'd a bluſh upon her cheek, 
Or drew, till gone, from this fond heart a tear. 


When Faith, deſcending on a ſeraph's wing, | 
Points out my progreſs to a happier ſhore; ' ; 
There the bright ſaint (ſhe ſaid) can welcome bring, | 
And hail with rapture, © we ſhall part no more. 


+ 
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THE FIELD MOUSE. 
FROM THE SECOND VOLUME or 
Lap YT BURRELL*'s POEMS. 


Mouſe, the ſleekeſt of the train, 
That ever ſtole the farmer's grain, 

Grew tir'd of acorns, wheat and peaſe, 
And long'd to feed on ſavory cheeſe. 
A. travell'd Sir, a mouſe of ſpirit 
Endow'd with wit, but little merit, 
In evil hour a viſit paid, 
And turn'd his inexperienc'd head 
With ſtories of I know not what! 
The comforts of the ſhepherd's cot, 
The plenty of the farmer's. barn, 


And granaries replete with corn; 
But moſt the luxury and waſte 


Ot houſes own'd by men of taſte, . 
Where a man cook conſumes the meat, 
Yet leaves enough for mice to eat, 
And in whoſe pantry cheeſe and ham, 
Invite a colony to cram. . 

The longing. mouſe the ſtory hears; 
He feels alternate hopes and fears; 
His friend's advice he dares purſue, 
And bids his-rural friends adieu, 
When night her ſable curtain ſpread, 
And all was filent as the dead, 
Our hero crept along the way 
His friend had pointed out by day, 
And entering at the cellar door, 


Aſcended to the ＋ floor. 
2 
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Behind a table there he lies, 
And thinks himſelf ſecure and wiſe. 
At morn a plenteous ſcene appears, 
Enough to ſerve him many years; 
(The reliques of a ſumptuous dinner 
Are tempting to a young beginner;) 
He peeps and thinks he may come out 
To taſte a bit and look about; 

No foe appears, and bolder grown, 

He ſwears the treaſure is his own; 
Then ſallying forth in open day, 

Eats all that comes into his way. 

But ſoon the greg y cook is icen— 
The mouſe looks pititul and mean; 
Scouts from the dreſſer in a fright, 
Yet does not *ſcape his watchtul fight, 
The gnaw'd remains of viands rare 
Are taken from the ſhelt with care, 
And in their place a trap is ſet, 

To make the thief repay the debt. 

The mouſe at evening darcs to peep, 
And thinks his foe is faſt afleep ; 
Ihe ſavoury cheeſe his fancy draws 
Within the trap's unfeeling jaws ; 
He finds too late his error there, 
And dies upon the fatal ſnare 
A martyr unto bad advice, 

A leſſon to imprudent mice, 
Who difcontented with their home, 
To gayer ſcenes deſire to roam. 
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DUNCAN's WARNING. | + Mi 
From Poems BY I. AIKIN, M. D. 


S o'er the heath, amid his ſteel-clad Thanes 
The royal Duncan rode in martial pride, 
Where, full to view, high-topp'd with glitt*ring 
vanes 
Macheth's s ſtrong tow'rs o'erhung the n W 
83 


| In duſky mantle wrapp'd, a My form 

| Ruſh'd with a giant's ftride acroſs his way; 

| And thus, while howl'd around the riſiug ſtorm, 
In hollow thund'ring accents pour'd diſmay, 


O king! th deftin'd courſe, 

50 th by fandard, turn thy horſe, 
th Beſets this onward track, 
— no further quickly back. 


Hear ſt thou not the ravens croak ? 
| See'ft thou not the blaſted oak? 
Feel'ſt thou not the loaded ſky ? 


| Read thy danger, king, and fly. 


Lo, yon caſtle's banners glare 
Bloody throꝰ the troubled air! 
Lo, wheok ſpectres on the roof 
| Frowning bid thee ſtand alooft 


Markets molt at 
erch'd above gloomy gates, 
Juſt in act to pounce his prey; 
ome not W a way! 
3 ; 
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Let not plighted faith beguile, 
Honour's ſemblance, beauty's ſmile : 
Fierce ambition's venom'd dart 
Rank les in the feſt'ring heart. 


Treaſon arm'd againſt thy life, 
Points his dagger, whets his knife, 
Drugs his ſtupifying bowl, 

Steel, his unrelenting ſoul, 


Now *tis time; ere guilty night 

Cloſes round thee, {peed thy flight. 

If the threſhold once be croſt 
Duncan! thou'rt for ever loſt, 


On he goes—reſiſtleſs fate 

Haſtes to file his mortal date; 

Ceaſe, ye warnings, vain, though true | 
Murder'd king, adieu! adieu!ꝰ S 


———— —— ͤ — 
DESCRIPTION OF A SEA STORM. 
FROM ADRIANO, OR THE FIRST OF JUNE, 


By DR. HURDIS. 


O from the ſhore they launch'd, 
Bound to no port but deſtin'd on a eruize, 


* The idea of this meſſenger of terror, here engrafted 
on the ſtory of Macbeth, is derived from an incident which 
the French hiſtorians relate to have occurred to Charles VI. 
in the fore ſt of Manne. 
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A morning's cruize for fiſh. Pleas'd was the youth 3 
With utmoſt joy he ſaw the wood recede, „ 
Beheld his cottage dwindled to a ſpeck, | 
Obſerv'd the ſnow. white cliffs to right and left 
Unfolding their wide barrier to his view, 
And felt the boat bound quickly o'er the waves 
Light as a cork. He took the helm, rejoic'd, 
And right before the wind held on his courſe 
Unheeding ! Twas in vain his buſy friends 
Advis'd a diff rent courſe, to gain with eaſe 
The ſhore he left. He careleſsly went on, 
And never dream'd of danger and delay 
Never experienced. Faſt into the waves 
Sinks the far diſtant ſhore. - The lofty cliff 
Stoops to the water, and his hoary brow 
At ev'ry wave ſeems buried in the flood. _ 
And now the gloomy clouds colledt. A ftorm 
Comes mutt”ring o'er the deep, and hides the ſun, 
Huſh'd is the breeze, and the high-lifted wave, 
Portending ſpeedy danger, to the ſhore- 
In lurid filence rolls. In tenfold gloom 
The ſtormy ſouth is wrapt, and his grim frown 
Imparts unuſual horror to the deep. * 0 
Nov to the ſhore too late young Gilbert turns, - 
The breeze is ſunk, and o'er the mountain waves 
Labours the bark in vain. To the out oar 
The fiſher and his fon repair, and pull, 
Alarm'd for ſafety, till their flowing brows 
* Trickle with dew. And oft the anxious youth 
Looks back amaz'd, and ſees the light'ning play, 
And hears the thunder, and beholds a fea 
Ready to burſt upon him. Oft he thinks 
Of Anna and Sophia, and of thee, 
Much-lov'd Maria, and thy aged ſue, 
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Never perhaps again to walk with you, 

To E to live upon cent] ſmiles. 
Ve hapleſs pair! what ſhall become of you, 
- No brother to defend you, and no father ? 

But faſt the ſtorm increaſes. The ftrong flaſh 

Inceſſant gleams upon the curling wave. 

Round his dark throne in awful majeſty 

The thunder marches ; his imperious roar 

Shakes the proud arch of heav*'n. And now the ſhow's 
Begins-to drop; and the unfteady guſt 

Sweeps to the ſhore, and ſtoops the flying boat 
E'en to the brink. Small diſtance then, my friends, 
*T wixt life and death; a mere hair's breadth. And yet 
Far, very far, appears the wiſt'd-for port. 

And lo! between yon rocks now ſeen, now loſt, 
Buried in foam, and high the milky ſurge 

Rolls its proud cataract along the ſhore, 

Acceſs denying. To the frowning cliff 
Approach not. Mark the ftrong recoiling wave; 
Eben to the baſe of the high precipice | 
—— headlong, and the ſteadfaſt hill 

ears with eternal battery. No bark 

Of f. times your ſtrength in ſuch a ſea 

Could live a moment! Twere enough to wreck. 
A britiſh navy, and her ſtouteſt oak 

Shiver to atoms, 

— — 
THE COUNTRY BALL. . 

FROM AMUSEMENT, A POETICAL ESSAY, 


By HENRY JAMES PYE, Es d. 


f © fern ſcarcely owns a town ſo ſmall 
D As not to boaſt its periodic ball, 
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Where, when full-orb'd, Diana pours her light, 
And gilds the darkneſs of the wint'ry night, 
The village beaux and belles their hours employ 
In the full ſwing of faſhionable joy :— 

Aſide the unfinith'd handkerchief is thrown, 
And the fair ſempſtreſs now adjuſts her own; | 
Th' apothecary quits th* unpounded pls 

Ev'n the attorney drops his venal quill, , - 
And, as his eyes the prighely dance behold, 
Forgets to drain the widow's purſe of gold, — 
To theſe *tis joy—But ev*n the courtly train, 
. Anxiqus the dregs of pleafure's bowl to drain, | 
When, fully ſated with each ſplen3id ſhow 

That elegance and grandeur can beſtow, 

To rural ſolitude they fly, will there 

This faint reflection of amuſement” ſhare. 

When from Southampton's or from Brighton's ſhore, 
Which charm'd when London's revelry was o'er 
The fading beauty of autumnal hours, 

Recalls the ſporti/man to his native bow*rs, 

To tell his neighbours all the toils of ſtate, 

Recount of public cares th' enormous weight, 

And how he ſlumber'd through the long debate. 

His wife and daughter quit the Gothic hall, 

To taſte the raptures of the ruſtic ball, 

The high - born miſſes, inſolent and vain, 

Scorn while they mingle with the homely train, 
Still at the top, in ſpite of order, ſtand, 
And hardly touch a mean plebeian hand | 
While madam, eager mid the card-room's ſtrife, 
Inſults the lawyer's and the curate's wife, — 
Now ſmiles contemptuous, now with anger bi 

And domineers and ſcolds and cheats by turns; 
Pleas'd on the village gentry to retort 

Slights ſhe receives from Ducheſſes at court. 
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THE COUNTRY FAIR. 
FROM THE SAME WORKK, 


* hang the tranſports of yon feſtive ſcene, 
Where the wide co on the tented green 
Its inmates pour impatient all to ſhare | 
Th' expected pleaſures of the annual fair. 

See to the am rous youth and village maid 

The ſilken treaſury diſplay' d; 

The liquoriſh boy the yellow ümnel eyes, 

The champion's Ars wins the envied prize; 
The martial trumpet calls the gazers in 

Where lions roar, or fierce hyenas grir., 


Reſponſive to the tabor's ſprightly ſound, 


- Behold the jingling morrice beat the ground; f F 


The neighbouring courſer, ſleek and trick'd for ſale, 
rains in his paunch and ginger in his tail; © 
The dwarf and giant painted to the life, 
The ſpirit-ſtirring drum, the ſhrill-ton'd fife, 
2 to the warlike ſpeech that charms 
The kindling heroes of the plains to arms. 
Here bliſs unfeigr/d in every eye we trace, 
Here heart- felt mirth illumines ev'ry face, 
For pleaſure here has never learnt to cloy, 

But days of toil enliven hours of 1 5 

oy, how. unlike its unſubſtantial e 

Vhich faintly haunts the midnight maſquerade, 
Where the diſtorted vizard ill conceals 
The deep ennui each languid boſom feels, 
And, but for ſhame, each vot'ry of delight, 
Fatigued with all the nonſenſe of the night, 
Would, like ſquire Richard, ſeek with tated eye 
Wreſtling and back- word for variety. 


* 


3 


2 


3 
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Nor do I fable—worn with conſtant care 
Of tev'riſh riot and fantaſtic glare, 
From ſplendid luxury our youth reſort, s 
To all the hneſs of barbarian ſport, 
And leave each ſofter elegance of town 
To ſhare the paſtime of the ruſtic clown 
Crowd to behold, on the forbidden ſtage, 
Chriſtian and Jew in blood ht engage, 
Amuſement bs fratur'd ney ths 9 ; 
And gaze with rapture on a batter'd eye, 


ELEGY. 
WRITTEN ON THE PLAIN OF FONTENOY-+ , 


FROM THE POETRY OF ANNA MATILDA. 


IA. blows the blaſt, and twilight's dewyhond 
Draws in the weſt her duſky veil 9 N 
r ſhadow ſteals along the land, 


nature mules at the death of day. 


Near TEA bleak waſte no friendly manſion reats_ 
Its walls, where mirth and ſocial joys reſound, 

But each ſad object melts the ſoul to tears, 
While horror treads the ſcatter*d bones around. 


As thus alone and comfortleſs I roam, 
Wet with the drizzling ſhow'r, I ſigh ſincere; + 
I ciſt a fond look towards my native home, 
And think what valiant Britons periſh'd here. 


2 & de 
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Yes, the time was; not very far the date, 
When carnage here her crimſon toil began ; 

When nations ſtandards wav'd in threat' ning ſtate, 
And man the murd' rer: met the murd' rer man. 


For war is murder, though the voice of kings 
Has ſtyl'd it juſtice, ſtyl'd it glory too 


Vet from worſe motives fierce ambition ſprings, 


And there fix'd prejudice is all we view! 


But ſure tis Heaven's immutable decree, 
For thouſands ev'ry age in fight to fall; 

Some nat' ral cauſe prevails we cannot ſee, 
And that is fate which we ambition call. 


O let th' aſpiring warrior think with grief, | 


That as produc'd by chymic art refin'd ; | 
So glitt*ring conqueſt from the laurel- leaf 
Extracts a gen ral poiſon for mankind. 


Here let me wander at the midnight hour, 


Theſe morbid rains, theſe gelid galcs to meet; 


And mourn, like me, the ravages of pow'r! 


And feel, like me, that vict'ry is defeat! 


Nor deem, ye vain! that e'er I mean to ſwell ©, 
My feeble verſe with many a ſcunding name; 

Of ſuch the mercenary bard may tell, 
And call ſuch dreary deſolation, fame. 


The genuine muſe removes the thin diſguiſe 
That cheats the world, whene'er ſhe deigns to ſing; 
And full as meritorious to her eyes | 
Secms the pcor ſoldier, as the mighty king ? 


MODERN POEMS. 121 


Alike I ſhun in labour d ſtrain to ſhow, | 
How Britain more than triumph'd, tho? ſhe fled, 
Where Louis ſtood, where ſtalk'd the column flow ; 
I turn from theſe, and dwell upon; the dead. 


Yet much my beating breaſt reſpects the brave, 
Too well I love them not to mourn their fate, 

Why ſhould they ſeek for greatneſs in the grave? 
Their hearts are noble, and in life they're great. 


Nor think *tis but in war the brave excel 
To valour ev'ry virtue is allied! 

Here faithful friendſhip *mid the battle fell, 
And love, true love, in bitter anguiſh died. 


Alas! the ſolemn ſlaughter I retrace, 
That checks life's current circling thro* my veing, 
Bath'd in moiſt ſorrow many a beauteous face, 


And gave a grief, perhaps, that ſtill remains. 


I can no more—an agony too keen 
Abſorbs my ſenſes, and my mind ſubdues + 

Hard were that heart, which here could beat ſerene, 
Or the juſt tribute of a pang refuſe. 


But lo! through yonder op*ning clouds afar _ 
Shoots the bright planet's ſanguinary ray, 

That bears thy name, fiftitious lord of war! 
And with red luftre guides my lonely way. 


Then Fontenoy, farewel! yet much I fear, 
(Wherever chance my courſe compels) to find 

| Diſcord and blood—the thrilling ſounds I hear, 

« The noiſe of battle _—_ in the wind,” 
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From barb'rous Turky to Britannia's ſhore, 


Oppoſing mt'reſts into rage increaſe ; 


Peſtruction rears her ſceptre, tumults roar, 


\ 


* 


Ahl where ſhall hapleſs man repoſe in peace? 


—ä —  - — 


THE MORNING DREAM. 
BY THE AUTHOR OF THE TASK. 


5 WAS in the ſweet ſeaſon of ſprings 
Aſleep at the dawn of the day, 
F dreamt what I cannot but fing, 
So pleaſant it ſeem d as I lay. 


" I dreamt that, on ocean afloat, 


Far weſt from fair Albion I ſail'd, 
While the billows high lifted the boat, 
And the freſh-blowing breeze never tail'd, 


In the fteerage a woman I ſaw, 
(Such at leaſt was the form that ſhe bore) 
W hoſe beauty impreſs'd me with awe, 
Ne'er taught me by woman before. 


She ſat, and a ſhield by her fide 

Shed light, like a ſun, on the waves 
And ſmiling divinely, the cried, 

I go to make freemen of ſlaves!” 


Then raifmg her voice to a ſtrain, 


The ſweeteſt that ear ever heard, 
dhe ſung of the ſlave-broken chain, 
Wherever her glory apprar'd. 
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Some clouds which had over us hung 
Fled, chas'd by her melody clear; 
And methought white ſhe liberty ſung, 

"Twas liberty only to hear. 


Thus ſwiftly diving the flood, 

To a flave-cultur'd ifland we came, 
Where a dæmon her enemy ſtood, 
Oppreſſton his terrible name. 


Tn his hand, as a ſign of his ſway, 
A ſcourge lung with laſhes he bore; 
And ftood looking out for his prey 
From Africa's forrowful ſhore. 


But ſoon as approaching the land, 
This goddefs-like weman he view'd, 
The ſcourge he let fall from his hand 
With blood of his ſubjects etitire'd, 


I ſaw him both ſicken and die, 
And, the moment the monſter expir”dy 
Hear'd ſhouts, that aſcended the ſky, 
From thouſands with raptures inſpir'd. 


Awaking, how could I but muſe, 
On what ſuch a dream might betide ? 


But ſoon my ear caught the bad news, 


Which ferv'd my weak thoughts for a guide: 


That Britannia renown'd o'er the waves, 
From the hatred ſhe ever had ſhewn 
To the black-ſcepter'd ruler of ſlaves, 
Reſolyes to have pus of her own. 
| 2 


To mark the 
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THE NATURALIST's SUMMER's 
EVENING WALK. _ 


FROM WHITE's NATURAL HisTORY or 
SELBORNE. 


W day declining ſheds a milder gleam, 
What time the may-fly haunts the pool or 

ſtream; | | 
When the ſtil] owl ſkims round the graſſy mead, 
What time the timorous hare limps forth to feed; 
Then be the time to ſteal adown the vale, | 
And liſten to the vagrant cuckoo's tale; 


Jo hear the clam'rous curlew call his mate, 


Or the ſoft quail his tender pain relate; 
To ſee the ſwallow ſweep the dark ning plain 
Belated, to ſupport her infant train; , 
ift in rapid giddy ring 
Daſh round the ſteeple, unſubdu'd of wing: 
Amuſive birds! ſay where your hid retreat 
When the froſt rages and the tempeſts beat; 
Whence your return by ſuch nice inſtinct led, 
When ſpring, ſoft ſeaſon, lifts her blooming head? | 
Such baffled ſearches mock man's prying pride, 
The God of Nature is your ſecret guide. | 
While deep'nin ſhades obſcure the face of day, 
To yonder bench Teaf-ſhelter'd let us ſtray, 


Till blended objects fail the ſwimming ſight, 
And all the fading landſcape ſinks in night; 


Tou hear the drowſy daw come bruſhing by 
With buzzing wing, or the ſhrill cricket cry; 
To ſee the feeding bat glance through the wood; 

. To catch the diſtant falling of the flood; 


- 
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While o'er the cliff th' awaken'd churn-owl hung, 
Thro' the ſtill ger 2 his ray res. ſong; 
While high in air and pois'd u is wings, 
Unſeen ths ſoft — wood ark fings : 
Theſe, nature's works, the curious mind employ, 
Inſpire a ſoothing n 1 515 a 
As fancy warms, a pleaſing kind of pain 
Steals o'er the cheek, and thrills the creeping vein! 
Each rural fight, each ſound, each ſmell, combine; 
The tinkling ſheep-bell, or the breath of kine; 
The new-mown hay that ſcents the ſwelling breeze, 
Or cottage chimney ſmoaking through the trees. 
The chilling night-dews fall: —away, retire ; 
For lee, the gw. Wert lights her am'rous fire! 
Thus, ere night's veil had half obſcur'd the ky, 
Th' impatient damſet hung her lamp on high; © 
Trueto the ſignal; by love's meteor led, | 
Leander haſten'd to hrs hero's bed. 
AN TTALIAN SONG 
FROM AN ODE TO SUPERSTIFION, 


EAR is my little native yale, 
The ring-dove bailds and warbles there; 

Cloſe by my cot ſhe tells her tale | 

To ev'ry paſſing villager. 
The — 4 from tree to tree, 
And ſhells his nuts at liberty, 
In orange groves and myrtle bow' re, 

That breathe a gale of fragrance round, 
I charm the fairy: fo ; 


| voted hours 

With my lov'd Iute's romantic ſound; 
Or crowns of living laurel weave 
Fox thoſe that witi = face dt eve, 


- 
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The ſhepherd's horn at break of day 
The ballet danc'd in twilight glade, 
The canzonet and roundelay 
Sunk in the ſilent green-wood ſhade 
— Theſe ſimple joys, that never fail, 
Shall bind me to my native vale. 
_- ——> — - — 
VIRTUE Ax ORNAMENT. 
AN ODE TO THE LADIES, 
From FORDYCE's Ports. 


HE diamond's and the ruby's rays 
Shine with a milder, finer flame, 
And more attra& onr love and praiſe 
Than beauty*s ſelf, if loſt to fame. 


But the ſweet: tear in pity's eye 
Tranſcends the diamond's brighteſt beams; 
And the ſoft bluſh of modeſty 


More precious than the ruby ſeems. 


The glowing gem, the ſparkling ſtone, 
May ſtrike the ſight with quick ſurprize ; 

But truth and innocence alone 

Can ftill engage the good and wiſe. 


No glitt'ring ornament or ſhow 
Will aught avail in grief or pain: - 
Only from inward worth can flow 
Delight that ever ſhall remain. 


Behold, ye fair, your lovely queen! 
Tis not her jewels, but her mind; 
A. meeker, purer, ne'er was ſeen ; 


It is her virtue charms mankind |! 


* 
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By MR. HASTINGS, 


OR eaſe the harraſs'd ſeaman prays, 

When Equinoctial tempeſts raiſe 
The Cape's ſurrounding wave 
When hanging o'er the. reet he hears 
The cracking maſt, and ſees or fears, 
Beneath, his wat'ry grave. 


For eaſe, the ſlow Mabratta ſpoils 
And hardier Sic erratic toils, 
While both their-eaſe forego ;- 
For eaſe, which neither gold can buy, 
Nor robes, nor gems, which oft belie 
The cover'd heart, beſtow; 


For neither gold, nor gems combin'd, 
Can heal the ſoul, or ſuff ring mind: 
Lo! where their owner lies; 


Perch'd on his couch diſtemper breathes, _ 
And care, like ſmoke, in turbid wreathes 


Round the gay ceiling flies. 


He who enjoys, nor covets more, 
The lands his father held before, 
Is of true bliſs poſſeſs d: 
Let but his mind unfetter'd tread, 
Far as the paths of knowledge lead, 
And wile, as well as bleſt. f 
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IMITATION OF HORACE, BOOK xvi. ODE 2. 


ON HIS PASSAGE FROM BENGAL TO ENGLAND. 
K * 


- 
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No fears his peace of mind annoy, 
Left printed lies his fame deſtroy, 
Which labour'd years have won 
Nor pack*d committees break his reſt, 


Nor av'rice ſends him forth in queſt 
Of climes beneath the ſun. | 


Short is our ſpan; then why engage 
In ſchemes, for which man's tranſient age, 
Was ne*er by fate defign'd ; 
Why flight the gifts of nature's hand, 
What wand'rbr From his native land 
E'er left himſelf beland ? 


The reſtleſs thought and wayward will, 
And diſcontent attend him ſtill, . | 
Nor quit him while he lives ; 

At ſea, care follows in the wind, 
At land, it mounts the pad behind, 
Or with the poſt-boy drives. 


He who would happy live to-day, 


Muſt laugh the preſent ills away, 
Nor think of woes to come; 

For come they will, or ſoon or late, 

Since mix'd at beſt is man's eſtate, 
By heaven's eternal doom. 


To ripen'd age Clive liv'd renown'd 
With lacks enriebd, with honors crown'd, 
His valour's well-earn'd meed ; 
Too long, alas! he lived to hate 
His envied lot, and died too late, 
From life's oppreſſion freed, 
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An early death was Elliott's* lam 
J ſaw his op'ning virtues bloom, 
And manly ſenſe unfold ; 
Too ſoon to fade! I bade the ſtone 
Record his name *midſt hordes unknowns 
| Unknowing what it told. 


To thee, perhaps, the fates may give, 

I wiſh they may, in health to live, 
Herds, flocks, and fruitful fields ; 

Thy vacant hours in mirth to ſhine, 

With theſe, the muſe already thine, 
Her preſent bounties yields, 


For me, O ſhore, I only claim 
To merit, not to ſeek for fame, 
The good aad juſt to pleaſe; 
A ſtate above the fear of want, 
Domeſtic love, heaven's choiceſt grant, 
Health, leiſure, peace, and eaſe. 


— ͤ 
ODE. 


By PETER PIN DAR. 


A Thouſand frogs upon a ſummer's day, 
Were ſporting midſt the ſunny ray, 

In a lar | reflefting ev ry face; 
They ſhow'd their gold-lac'd cloaths with pride, | 
In harmleſs ſallies frequent vied, 
And gambol'd through the water with a grace. 


* Mr. Elliott died in October, 22 in his way to 
Naupore, the capital of Moodajee Boorla's — 
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It happen'd that a band of boys, 
Obſervant of their harmleſs joys, 
Thoughtleſs, reſolv'd to ſpoil their nappy ſport ; 
One frenzy ſeiz d both great and ſmall, 
On the poor frogs the rogues began to fall, 
Meaning to ſplaſh them, not to do them hurt. 
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As Milton quaintly ſings, ** the ſtones gan pour, 
Indeed an Otaheite ſnow'r! 

The conſequence was dreadful, let me tell ye; 
One's eye was beat dut of his head 
This limp'd away, that lay for dead — 

Here mourn'd a broken back, and there a belly. 


Among the ſmitten, it was found 
Their beauteous queen receiv'd a wound; 
The blow gave ev ry heart a ſigh, 
And drew a tear from ev'ry eye: 
At length king croak got up, and thus begun 
6 My lads, you think this very pretty tun! 


6 Your pebbles round us fly as thick as hops. 
1 Have warmly complimented all our chops ;— 
6% To you, I gueſs that theſe are pleaſant ſtones z 
„ And fo they might be to us frogs, 
© You ſad, young gaod-tor-nothing dogs 
« But they're ſo hard they break our bones. 


being deputed on an embaſſy to that prince, by the go - 
yernof general and council; a monument was erected to 
his memory on the ſpot where he was buried; and the 


Mahrattis have ſince btält a town there, called Elliot te 


Ounge, or Elltt's Toxon, 
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MOST WHOLESOME APVICE TO 
LANDSCAPE PAINTERS. 


BY THE SAMEs 


J WI ER your wiſh, in landſcapeto excel, 
l ' London is the very place to mar it, * 
Balieve the oracles I tell, | 


There's very little landſcape | in a garret. 
Whate'er the flocks of fleas you keep, 
Tis badly copying them for goats and Wis 


And, if you take the poet's honeſt word, 
A bug mult make a miſerable bird, 


A ruſhlight winking in a bottle's neck, 
11] repreſents the glorious orb of morn; 
Nay, though it were a candle with a wick, 
Twould be a repreſentative forlorn. 


I think too, that a man would be a fool, 
or trees to copy legs of a joint- ſtool; 

Or ev'n by I to repreſent a ſtump: 
As alſo, broom-fticks, which though well he'd x rig | 
Each with an old fox-colour'd wigs 

Muſt make a very poor autumnal clump. 


"ou'll ſay “ Yet ſuch ones oft a perſon fees 
n many an artiſt's trees; . 
And in ſome paintings, we have all beheld, - . 
Teen baize hath ſurely fat for a green field; 
Bolk ers {or mountains, hills, and wheaten mows ; 
ate lor ram goats and curs, for bulls and coe. 
All this, my lads, I freely grant; 
But better 95 from you I want. 
As DS fy ſays (a bar J approve) 
$ Lift, H Oh liſt“ —if thou doſt painting love: 
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Claude painted in the open air !— 
Therefore to Wales at once repair ; 
Where ſcenes of true magnificence you'll find : 
Beſides this great advantage—if in debt, |, 
You'll have with creditors no tete-a-tete: 
So leave the bull-dog bailiffs all behind ; 
Who hunt you, with what noſe they may, 
Muſt hunt for needles in a ſtack of hay. 


LOUISA's FIRST INTERVIEW WITH 
EUGENIO. 


FROM Miss SEWARD's Lovtsa, a POETICAL 
NOVEL. 


2FF<WAS noon, and ripen'd ſummer's fervid ray, 
From cloudleſs ether ſhed cppreflive day, 

As on this ſhady bank I fat reclin'd, 

My voice, that floated on the waving wind, 

Taught the ſoft echos of the neighb'ring plains 

Milton's ſweet-lays, in Handel's matchleſs ſtrains. 

Preſaging notes my lips unconſcious try, 

And murmur—* Hide me from day's gariſh eye.“ 

Ah! bleſt had death a ſhade eternal thrown, . 

And hid me from the woes I ſince have known! 

Beneath my trembling fingers lightly run 

The lute's ſweet chords, reſponſive while I ſung z 

Faint in the yellow broom the oxen lay, 

And the mute birds fat lenguid on the ſpray; 

And nought was heard, around the noon-tide bow't 

Save that the mountain bee from flow'r to flow'r 

Seem'd te prolong, with her afſiduous wing, 

The ſoft vibration of the tuneful ftring ; 


— 
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While the fierce ſkies fſam'd on the ſhrinking rills, 
And fultry filence brooded o'er the hills. 

As on my lip the ing des cadence play ', 
My brother garly bounded down the glade, 
And while my looks the fire of gladneſs dart, 
With ardor preſs'd me to his throbbing heart 
Then to a graceful ſtranger turn'd, whoſe feet, 
With ſteps leſs ſwift, my coyer welcome meet. 
O'er his fine form, and o'er his glowing face, 
Youth's ripen'd bloom had. ſhed its richeſt grace ; 
Tall as the pine, amidft inferior trees, 
With all thgbending ozier's pliant eaſe. _ 
O'er his fair brow, the fairer for their ſhade, 
Locks of the warmeſt brown luxuriant play'd. 
Bluſhing he bows! and gentle awe ſupplies 
Each flatt'ring meaning to his 3 eyes; 
Sweet, ſerious, tender, thoſe blue eyes inipart 
A thouſand dear ſenſations to the heart ; 
Mild as the ev'ning ſtar, whoſe ſhining ray 
Soft in thꝰ unruffled water ſeems to 2 
And when he ſpeaks - not muſic's thrilling pow'r, 
No, not the vocal miſtreſs of the bow'r, * — 
When flow ſhe warbles from the bloſſom'd ſpray; 
In liquid blandiſhments her ev'ning lay, 
Such ſoft, inſinuating ſweetneſs knows, 

As from that voice in melting accent floss? 
Yet why fond mem'ry! why in tints ſo warm, 
Paint'ſt thou each beauty of that faultleſs form? 

His ſpecious virtues ſurely might impart 
Excuſe more juſt for this devoted heart. 
Oh! how each noble paſſion's ſeeming trace 
Throw tranſient glories o'er his youthful face! 
How roſe, with ſudden impulic, {wift, and ſtrong, 
For ev'ry ſecret fraud, — open wrong, 

3 


4 


26 MODERN POEMS. 


Th' oppreſſor acts, the helpleſs feel, or ſear, 
Diſdain's quick throb, and pity's melting tear. 
So well its part each ductile feature play d, 
Of worth ſuch firm, tho? filent promiſe made, 
That to have doubled its well-painted truth, 
Had been to want the primal grace of youth, 
Credulity, that ſcorns, with gen'rous heat, 
Alike to practice, or ſuſpect deceit. 


— — — 
SONNET TO A NIGHTINGALE. 


BY CHARLOTTE SMITH« 


OOR melancholy bird, that all night long 
P Tell'ſt to the moon thy tale of tender woe; 
From what cauſe can ſuch ſweet ſorrow flow, 

And whence this mournful melody of ſong ? 


Thy poet's muſing fancy would tranſlate 
Wnat mean the ſounds that ſwell thy little breaſt, 
When {till at dewy eve thou leav'ſt w neſt, 


Thus to the liſt'ning night to fing thy fate. 


Pale ſorrow's victims wert thou once among, 


Though now releas'd in woodland wilds to rove, 
Or haſt thou felt from friends ſome cruel wrong, 
Or diedſt thou martyr of diſaſtrous love? 
Ah! ſongſtreſs fad! that ſuch my lot might be, 
To ſigh and ſing at liberty—like thee! 
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SONNET TO THE .SOUTH DOWNS. 


BY THE SAME. 


H! hills beloy'd! where once an happy child, 
Your beechen ſhades, 5 your turf, your 
flowers among, | | 
I wove your blue-bells into garlands wild, 
And woke your echoes with my artleſs ſong. 


Ah! hills belov'd! your turf, your flow'rs remain ; 
But can they peace to this ſad heart reſtore, 

For one poor moment ſooth the ſenſe of pain, 
Aud teach a breaking heart to throb no more? 


And you, Arunal in the vale below, 

As to the ſea your limpid waves you bear, 
Can you one kind Lethean cup beſtow, * \ 

To drink a long obliyion to my care ? 
Ah, no !—-when all, e'en hope's laſt ray is gone, 
There's no oblivion—but in death alone! 


ſt, | — 
TO A YOUNG LADY WITH SOME 
FLOWERS, 
ve; FROM MR. RICHARDSON'S ANECDOTES OF 


THE RUSSIAN EMPIRE. 


O thee, ſweet ſmiling maid, I bring 
The beauteous progeny of ſpring ; 
In ev'ry breathing bloom I find 
Some pleaſing emblem of thy mind, 
2 


The bluſhes of that op'ning roſe 
Thy tender mo iſcloſe. | 
Theſe ſnow- white lilies of the vale | 
Diffuſing fragrance to the gale, 
No oſtentatious tints aſſume, 
Vain of their exquiſite perfume; 
Careleſs, aud 3 and mild, we 
In them a lovely type of thee, 
In yonder gay-enamel'd field, 
Serene that azure bloſſam ſmil'd: 
Not changing with the changeful ik 
Its Faithful n * 
For, unimpair'd by winds and rain, 
I faw th' unalter'd hue remain, 
So were thy mild affe&ions prov'd, 
Thy heart by.fortune's frown unmov'd, 
Pleas'd.to,adminiſter relief, | 
In times of woe would ſolace grief. 
| Theſe flowers with genuine beauty glow4 
| The tints from nature's pencil flow: 
What artiſt could improve their bloom? 
Or ſweeter make their ſweet perfume? 
Fruitleſs the vain attempt. Like theſe 
Thy native truth, thine artleſs eaſe, 
5 Fair, unaffected maid, can never fail to pleaſe. 


| DESCRIPTION OF AN AGED RUSTIC, 
FROM MR. CRABBE'S VILLAGER: | 


Nene can time nfl obtain from theſe A 
Life's lateſt comforts, due refpe& and eaſe; . 
; For yonder ſee that hoary fwain, whoſe age T 


Can with no cares except its own engage 
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Who, propt on that rude ſtaff, looks up to ſee 
The bare arms broken from the with'ring tree; 
On which a boy, he climb'd the loftieſt bough, 
Then his firſt joy, but his ſad emblem now. 

He once was chief in all the ruſtic trade, 
His ſteady hand the ſtraiteſt furrow made; 

Full many a prize he won, and ſtill is proud 
To find the triumphs of his youth allow'd; 

A tranſient pleafure ſparkles in his eyes, 

He hears _ ſmiles, then thinks again and ſighs: 
For now he journeys to his grave in pain; 

The rich diſdain him; nay, the poor diſdain; 
Alternate maſters now their ſlave command, 

And urge the efforts of his feeble hand; 
Who, when his age attempts its taſk in vain, 
With ruthleſs taunts of lazy poor complain. 

Oft may you ſee him way ho tends the ſheep, 
His winter charge, beneath the hillock weep; ' 
Oft hear him murmur to the winds that blow * 
O'er his white locks, and bury them in ſnow; 

When rous'd by rage and mutt' xing in the morn, 

He mends the broken hedge with icy thorn, 

Why do I live, when I deſire to be 

At once from life, and life's long labour free ? 
Like leaves in ſpring, the young are blown away, 
Without the ſorrows of a ſlow decay; v4 
*« I, like yon wither'd leaf, remain behind, 
LNipt by the froſt, and ſhiv'ring in the wind; 

There it abides till yonder buds come on, 

As I, now all my fellow ſwains are gone; 

Then, from the riſing generation thruſt, 

It falls, like me, unnotic'd to the duſt. 

** Theſe fruitful fields, theſe num*rous flocks I ſee, 
Are others gain, but 5 cares to me; 
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« To me the children of my youth are lords, 
% Slow in their gifts, but haſty in their words; 
% Wants of their own demand their care, and who 
4 Feels his own want and ſuccours others too? © - 
« A lonely, wretched man, in pain I go, | 

«© None need my help, and none relieve my woe; 
Then let my bones beneath the turf be laid, 
And men forget the wretch they would not aid. 


— . —— 


THE VILLAGE APOTHECARY AND, 
CLERGYMAN. 


FROM THE SAME POEM. 


BU. ſoon a loud and haſty ſummons calls, 
Shakes the thin roof, and echoes round the walls; 
Anon a figure enters, quaintly neat, 
All pride and buſineſs, buſtle and conceit. 
With looks unalter'd by theſe ſcenes of woe, 
With ſpeed that, ent'ring, ſpeaks his haſte to go; 
He bids the gazing throng around him fly, | 
And carries fate and phyſic in his eye; 
A potent quack, long vers'd in human ills, 
Who firſt inſults the victim whom he kills ; 
Whoſe murd'rous hand a drowſy bench protect, 
And whoſe moſt tender mercy is neglect. 

Paid by the pariſh for attendance here, 
He wears contempt upon his ſapient ſneer ; 
In haſte he ſeeks the bed where miſery lies, 
Impatience mark'd in his averted 7001 
And, ſome habitual queries hurried o'er, 
Without reply, he ruſhes on the door. 
His drooping patient long inur'd to pain J 
And long unkeeded knows ræmonſtrange vain z 

He 's bs 
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He ceaſes now the feeble help to eruve 
Of man, and mately haſtens to the grave. 

But ere his death ſome pious doubts afifes | 
Some ſimple fears which ** Hold bad“ men deſpiſe z 
Fain would he aſk the pariſh prieft to prove | 
His title certain to the joys above; 

For this he ſends the murm'ring wats, Who calls 
The holy ſtranger to theſe diſmal walls; = 
And doth not he, the pious man, appear, * 
He, „ paſſing rich wit forty pounds a year?” 
Ah! no! a ſhepherd of a diff rent ſtock, 

And far unlike him, feeds this little flock, 

A jovial youth, who thinks his Sunday's taſk, 

As much as God or man can fairly aſk; 

The reſt he gives to love and labours light, 

To fields the morning, and to feaſts the ni e; ; 
None better ſkill'd, je noiſy patk to guide, 

To urge their chace, to cheer them or to chide : 
Sure in his ſhot, his game he ſeldom miſs'd, 

And ſeldom fail'd to win his game at whilt, | 
Then, while ſuch Honors bloom'd around his 
Shall he fit ſadly by the fick an's bed, 

To raiſe the hope he feels not; or with zeal -- 
To combat fears that e'th the pious Rel 
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THE EMIGRANT's DESCRIPTION on 
' HIS FORMER STATE. 


FROM DR, COOMBE's PEASANT Of denk 


OR, THE EMfGRANT. 
VER witnels heaven, though fuch thy chang d 


decrees, 


Ne'er did I waſte my hours in loit'ring eaſe, 
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Ne'er did thy bleſſings prompt a wiſh to ſtray, 
Health new'd my limbs, and virtue bleſt my day. 
Conſtant at dawn to hardy toils I roſe, 
Bray'd the bleak winds, and deſolating ſnows, 
Whilſt ſweet contentment lent her magic power, 
Soften'd the gale, and warm'd the frozen ſhow'r. _ 
Still ſad remembrance fondly calls to view 
The field where once the branching poplar grew. 
*T was there when ſpring renew'd the ploughman's 
toil, | | 
My long-drawn furrow turn'd the rugged foil; | 
There, with my ſickle through long ſummer days, 
] work'd regardleſs of the noon-tide blaze; 
And there the lab'ring band as leifure ſway'd 
The bough-crown'd reaper and the village maid, , 
Led up their ſports along the bord'ring green, 
Whilit age look'd on and bleſt the harmleſs ſcene, 
Such were my toils, in days too bright to laſt, 
Such joys were mine but all thoſe joys are paſt! 
Mean though I was, and circled too with care, 
Yet bleſt with little, I had ſtill to ſpare, 
No neighbour's ſorrows but aſſail'd my breaſt, 
No poorer brother left my door unblefl 
To all my mite, to ſome, more ſingly dear, 
I gave the tender tribute of a tear. 
Oft times, returning from the taſk of day, 
I hail'd the weary trav'ller on his way, 
Remark'd the hour of reſt was nearly come, 
And preſt the ſtranger to my ſocial home. 
Heedleſs of future ills, the playful train, | 
To meet their fire, came ſhouting o'er the plain, 
With eager haſt their little news convey'd, 1 
Or round the green their mimick dance diſplay d. 
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Perhaps ſore neiglib' ring ſwain of genial fopl 

Would lift che latch and join our ſober how-lʒ 
And, whilſt his daothing tales engagid the gueſt, 

Of ſlighted love, or eſt worth d iſtruſt, | 
Whate'er our dairy, or our fields afford,. 

In frugal plenty ſmil'd upon the boards 

Bleſt (ocial home! and ye dear diſtant bhowers ! 1 
Scenes of my youth, and all my blifshul hours, | 
Where'er by fortune's hand neglected thrown, 
This heart, this faithful heart, is all yawr.omns. 

Een. now, weak nature, rous'd to keener pain, 

Dwells on your charms, and bleeds in eviry vein. 


— — ——ů—01DA 


ADVICE TO A YOUNG GENTLEMAN. 
AT WINCHESTER SCHOOL. | 


FROM MR. DUNCAN'S MORAL HINTS 70 
THE RISING GENERATION. > 


OUSE then, exert thy talents, neither weak, 
Nor *mid the fons of dulneſs doom'd to ſneak. 

Get learning: *tis the grace of ſcience fair, 

That gives the lib'ral mind it's nobfeſt air. 

G-t Knowledge: it infures enjoyment true, 

Fit ſelf- eſteem, a claim to rey rence dile. 

Get wiſdom: in ber tram the Virtues fte, 
Thy guides, with hope and faith, to bliſs divine. 

Get wifdom=ardtrotis am not hopeleſs. Run. 
Begin. Half ended is the race begun. 3 

Fleet, eben at ftarting for the victor's meed, 

Fly, the whole conrfe is g1owing fleeter ſpeed. 

The ſtripling drone, for Hfe a diiy'ter, ends 

A ſhame, a burthen to himfeff and friends. 
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Blank as decrepitude ſhall youth flit by, 
Manhood, unmark'd by one ſlight merit, die. 
Lo! yon dull clown, bends o'er his fork, demurs, 
Yawns, liſtleſs eyes the gliding ſtream, nor ſtirs; 
But waits it's gliding off, that gliding till * 
From ages, to — ages will. 

As idly toil theſe dolts, in chace as vain 
Of air-gilt bubbles, pleaſure, grandeur, gain. 
Ill does an earthworm's offal, thy purſuit, 
Baſe worldling, a celeſtial ſpirit ſuit; 
Born to hold commerce with it's kindred ſkies, + 
From ſtrength to ſtrength, to glory born to riſe. 

« Who talks of ſpirit ? All corporeal grown, 
% Each thinks of ſeeming now, of being none, 
& A brilliant equipage, a modiſn wife, 


„The flutter, noiſe, and outſide glare of life, 


% In building, gard'ning, ſordid is the plan, 

« That fuits the rank and fortune of the man; 
« Ahject the taſte, that ſtoops to things of uſe, 
« Poor the beſt-order*d board, if not profuſe.” 
Rare noſtrums theſe, to heal a fev'riſn heart! 
Act thou the rational, the decent 2 


Which truth, pure nature, and religion trace, 


With moral dignity, with manly grace; 

Fair virtue's offspring, pleaſure, lovely ward 

Ot heav'n- taught wiſdom, ſhall thy truth reward, 
With grandeur, gain, unſullied as the ray, 

That gilds yon iky-topt dome in cloudleſs day; 
While ſadd*ning damps, and low-borm vapours drown 
The revels, pomp, and traffic of the town. 
Above dependence rais'd by gentle fate, 

Pity the - 5 condemn'd to court the great 
They bluſh to own, The genuine great revere, 
W hoſe high deſerts adorn their ſtated ſphere. . 
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Be thy deſerts as high, the gen'rous aim 
From man to merit, not ſolicit fame, 
Be thine the triumphs of a foul ſerene, 
The (mile of reaſon and a golden mean. | 
Be thine the praiſe of God: nor ſtoop to rail, 
If humbler projects of ambition fail. 

Friend, keep your Roman courtier ſtill in ſight; 
e Be civil, as your text, to ears polite. 
« Religion! wiſdom! pſhaw—your ſermon cloys, 
« A golden mean what modern r enjoys? 
For homeſpun virtues ranſack hiſt' ry now: 
% Back to young Rome's dictator at the plough. 
From faſhion's taint, and diſſipation fre, 
With ſuch plain puts retir'd, as——and me, 
Shun random commerce, to reſpect mankind : 
Keep ſound and ſtrong thy native health of mind : 
The ſound ſhall ſeek thee; few, indeed, but ſuch, 
As need no caution to frequent too much; 
While ſots and foplings fly the ſacred ſhade, 
Nor fortune's fools its halcyon eaſe invade, 


THE SIGH. 
BY S. r. col ER DOE. 


HEN youth his — reign began, 
Ere ſorrow had proclaim d me man; 
While peace the preſent hour beguil'd, 
And all the lovely proſpect ſmil'd ;  _. 
Then, Mary! «8 my lightſome glee, 
I heav'd the painleſs ſigh for thee. | 


And when, along the waves of woe, 
My harraſs'd heart was doom'd to know 
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The frantie burft of outrage keen; 
And the flow pang that gnaws ithſeen ; 
Then ſhipwreek'd on life's Rortiry fea, 
I heav'd an anguifh'd ſigh for thee | 


But ſoon refle&tion's power impreſt, 
A ſtiller fadreſs on niy breaſt ; 
And ſickly hope with waning eye 
Was well content to droop and die: 
I yielded to the ftern decree, 

Yet heav'd a languid figh for thee? 
And tho' in diſtant climes to roam; 
A. wand'rer from my native home, 
I fain would footh the ſeiiſe of care, 
And lull to ſleep the joys that were! 
'Thy image may not baniſh'd be— 
Still, Mary! fill, I ſigh for thee. 


— — 
8 THE ROSE. 


BY THE SAME. 


8 late each flow'r that ſweeteſt blows, 


I pluck'd the garden's pride ! 
Within the petals of a roſe 
A ſleeping love I ſpied, 


Around his brows a beaming wreath, 

Of many a lucid hue ; 
All purple glow'd his cheek, beneath, 
© Inebriate with dew, ; 
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I ſoffly ſeiz'd th* unguarded pow'r, 
Nor ſcar'd his balmy reſt ; ; 
And plac'd him, cag'd within the flow'r, 
On ſpotleſs Sarah's breaſt, 


But when, unwieeting of the guile, 
Awoke the pris'ner ſweet, 

He ſtruggled to _— awhile, 
And ſtamp'd his fairy feet. 


Ah! ſoon the ſoul-entrancing ſight 
Subdu'd th* impatient boy | 

He gaz'd, he thrill'd, with deep delight, - 
Then clapp'd his wings for joy. | 


« And O,“ he cried “ Of magic kind. 
«© What charms this throne endear ! 
«© Some other love let Venus find 
« I'll fix my empire here.“ 


— — — — 


THE KISS. 
BY THE SAME. 


NE Kiſs, dear maid, I faid, and figh'd— 
Your ſcorn the little boon deny d: 

Ah why refuſe the blameleſs bliſs ? 

Can danger lurk within a kiſs? 


Yon viewleſs wand' rer of the vale, 

The ſpirit of th* weſtern gale, 

At morning's break, at ev'ning's cloſe, 
Inhales the ſweetneſs - the roſe ; 
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And hovers o'er th' uninjur'd bloom, 
Sighing back the ſoft perfume. 

Vigor to the zephyr's win 

Her nectar- breathing kiſſes fling 
And he, the glitter of the dew, 
Scatters on the roſe's hue. 

Baſhful, lo ſhe bends her head, 
And darts a bluſh of deeper red. 


Too well thoſe lovely lips diſcloſe 

The triumphs of the op' ning roſe : 

O fair l O graceful! bid them prove 

As paſſive to the breatli of love. 

In tender accents, faint and low, 
Well-pleas'd I hear the whiſper'd © No!“ 
The whiſper'd ( No! - how little meam ? 
Sweet falſhood that endears conſent ! 

For on. thoſe lovely lips the while 

Dawns the ſoft, relenting (mile, 

And tempts, with feign'd diſſuaſion coy, 
The gentle violence of joy. 


—  —__—— — 
TO A YOUNG ASS, 


Irs MOTHER BEING TETHERED NEAR IT, 
BY THE SAME. 


OOR little foal of an oppreſſed race! 
P I love the languid patience of thy face; 
And oft, with gentle hand, 12 then bread, 
And clap thy rugged eoat, and pat thy head. 
But what thy dulſed ſpirits hath diſmay'd, 
That never thou doſt {port along the glade ? 


— — 
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And, moſt unlike the nature of things young, 
That earth- ward ſtill thy moveleſs head is hung ? 
Do thy = hetic tears anticipate, 4 


Meek child of miſery! thy future fate? 

The ſtarving meal, and all the thouſand aches, 

Which patient merit of th* unworthy takes? 

Or is thy fad heart thrill'd with filjal pain, 

To ſee thy wretched mother's fhorten'd chain? 

And truly piteous is ber lot— 

Chain'd to a log within a narrow ſpot ; 

Where the cloſe-caten graſs is ſcarcely ſeen, 

While ſweet around thee waves the tempting gue” 

Poor aſs | thy mafter ſhou'd have learnt to ſhew 

Pity—beſt taught by fellowſhip of woe! 

For much I fear me, that he lives, like thee, 

Half famiſh'd in a land of luxury ! | 

How aſtingly its footſteps hither bend ! 

It ſeems to ſay -“ and have I then one friend? 

Innocent foal! thou poor, deſpis'd, forlorn, 

I hail thee brother, ite of the fool s ſcorn! 

And fain would take thee with me in the dell 

Of peace, and mild equality to dwell ; 

Where toil ſhall hail the charmer health, his 
bride, | 

And laughter tickle plenty's ribleſs ſide! 

How co would'ſt toſs thy heels in gameſome 

ay, 

And rie 83 as lamb or kitten gay! 

Yea, and more muſically ſweet to me 

Thy diſſonant harſh bray of joy would be, 

Than warbled melodies, that ſooth to reſt, _- 

The aching of pale faſhion's vacant breaſt! 
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DOMESTIC PEACE. 
BY THE SAME. 


ELL me on what holy ground 
May Domeſtic Peace be foun\? 
Halcyon daughter of the ſkies, 
Far on fearful wings ſhe flies, 


From the 2 of ſcepter'd ſtate, 


From the rcbels* noiſy hate. 
In a cottage vale ſhe dwells, 
Liſt'ning to the ſabbath bells ! 


Still around her ſteps are ſeen / 


Spotleſs Honor's meeker mien; 
Love, the fire of pleaſing fears; 


Sorrow ſmiling thro' her tears; 


And, conſcious of the paſt employ, 
Mem'ry, boſom- ſpring of joy. 


| 2 


TO A BEAUTIFUL SPRING IN A 


VILLAGE. 
BY THE SAME. 


NCE more, ſweet ſtream! with flow foot 


wand'ring near, 


T bleſs thy milky waters, cold and clear, 
Eſcap'd the flaſhing of the noon-tide hours, 
With one freſh garland of Pierian flow'rs, 


' (Ere from thy zephyr,haunted brink I turn) - 
My languid hand ſhall wreath thy moſly urn. 
For not thro” pathleſs grove, with murmur rude, 


Thou ſoothe!t the ſad wood-nympb, Solitude 
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Nor thine unſeen in cavern depths to dwell, 
The Hermit-Fountain of ſome dripping cell! 
Pride of the Vale! thy uſeful ſtreams fu 
The ſcatter'd cots peaceful hamlet nigh. 
The elfin tribe around thy friend] banks, 
With infant uproar, and Joul-ſook ing pranks, 
Releas'd from ſchool, their little hearts at reſt, 
Launch paper navies on thy waveleſs breaſt. 
The * ere at eve 4 penſive look, 
Whiſtling lorn ditties, leans i ner his croo _ 
Or, ſtarting, pauſes with h ed d 
To liſt the much-lov'd maid's — d tread: 
She, vainly mindful of her dame's command, 
Loiters, the long-fill'd pitcher in her hand. 
Unboaſtful ſtream ! thy fount, with pebbled falls, 
The faded form of paſt delight ——_ 
Whaf-time the morning fun "of ho aroſe, 852 
And all was joy; ſave when another's woes 
A tranſient gloom upon my ſoul impreſs'd 
Like paſſing clouds lapictour d on thy breaſt breaſt 
Life's current then ran ſparkling to the noon, 
Or ſilv'ry ſtole beneath the penſive moon. 
Ah! now it works rude brakes and thorns among. 
Or o'er the rough rock burſts and foams along? 


SONNET. TO AN OLD MAN. _ 
BY THE SAME, | 


See Merey! how my very heart has bil uy 
To as N old Man! and thy grey 


Hoar with the ſnowy blaſt; while no one cares/. = 
To clothe thy fhrivell” a limbs and palficd head. 
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My 


*Chat'h 
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hat mocks thy ſhiv'ring! take my ga 


» 


father! throw away this tatter*d' ve W 


t—uſfe 


bre 


My Sarah too ſhall tend thee, like a child: 
And thou ſhalt talk, in our fire- ſide's receſs, ' 


A young man's arm! I'll melt we. dewys 
ws from thy white beard an 22 thy 


Of purple pride, and ſcowls on wretcheilneſs — 


He did not ſcowl, the GaLI LAN mild,” 


_ Who met the Lazar turn'd from rich man's 
doors, . 


And call'd him friend, and wept upon his ſores] 


Each gentle plea 
dreams, whoſe tints with ſporti 
glow, 


And = the blameleſs paraſite of woe. 
eſs 


Day 


THE COMPOSITION OF 
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— 
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BT THE SAME. - 


UPID, if ſtorying legends tell aright, 

Once fram'd a rich elixir of delight. 
A chalice o'er love-kindled flames he fix d, 
Aud in it nectar and ambroſia mix'd : | 
With theſe the magic dews, which evening brings, 
Bruſh'd from th' Idalian ſtar by fairy wings: 
Each tender pledge of ſacred faith he join'd, 


The 


—— 


chemiſt heard the proceſs riſe, 


The eam chalice bubbled up in ſighs; 


yy 
* " 


A KISS. 


fure of th unſpotted mind— 
rtive brightneſs 
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a Sweet ſounds tranſpir'd, as when th enamour d dove 
aſe Pours the ſoft murm'ring of reſponſive love, 
ws The finiſh'd work might envy vainly blame, 
hy And “e K iſſes“ was the precious compound's name. 

f With half, the God his Cyprian mother bleſt, 

And breath'd on Sarah's loyelier lips the reſt. 


— ——U— - . 
THE MA M Ac. 
BY CHARLES. LLOYD. © 


TH geſtures ſo wild and forlorn, 
Thoſe looks uninform'd by the ſoul, 
Thoſe laughters of objectleſs ſcorn, 

'  Thoſr eye-balls that vacantly roll, 


Thoſe garments that negligent hang, 
That pace ſo unequal and flow, 

They tell of a paſt ſuffer d pang, _ 
Yet of feeling now callous to woe! 


* Thoſe ſighs that ſo piteouſſy ſwell, _ , 
22 Heave a breaſt all unconſcious of ſtriſe! 

Thoſe tears that unwittingly fell, the” 

They drain not the fluices of life! 


ſs 
That boſom expoſed and bare, 
It ſolicits the pitileſs blaſt! | 
That form, unproteRed by care, Os 
On the cold earth is heedleſsly caſt! 
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Yet that form ſo neglected and wan, 
Which no friend ſhall afſiduonſly nurſe, 
It forgets that its title—is man! 
And cancels humanity's curſe! 
Poor Maniac! I envy thy ſtate, "a 
When with ſorrow and anguiſh I ſhrink 
When ſhall I be wiſe and forget 
For *tis madneſs to feel and to think! 


Theſe throbs of emotion, *tis true, 
They appear all enchanting and fair ; 
But how ſoon fhall we piteouſly rue, 


That the charm was in league with deſpair, 


And hope, that diſeaſe of the mind, 

Which wakes the keen throb of deſire, 
Alas! what a blank ſhall it find, 

When its fondly-ſhap'd tranſports expire! 


What a blank ſhall it find! - hen in youth 
The credulous feelings can bleſs, | 
We with and imagine it truth, 
We dream, and believe we poſſeſs. 


But the tears that voluptuouſly ſtart, 
The charm of th' unſpeakable ſigh, 
The rapture that ſeizes the heart, 
When a kindred companion is nigh, 


Th' immortal aſpirings of worth 
Are feelings all fruitleſsly giv'n! 
Thoſe feelings muſt periſh on earth! 
And they ſcarcely are fabled in heaven! 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT. 
BT THE SAME. 


HE languid notes of loneſome birds 
From yonder coppice ſweetly wind, 
And thro” the ſcene are faintly heard, 
Sounds that are filence to the mind. 


As flow my devious feet advance 
Thro eve's unrealizing gloom, 
Mine eyes peruſe with eager glance 

An Infant's ſolitary tomb. 


'Tis ſimple! yet the green ſod here, 
That ſeems to court no ſtranger's eye, 
'Than marble claims a tenderer tear, 


Than ſculptor moves a ſofter ſigh! 


ir. 


:\ lonely primroſe lifts its head, | 
And 9.25 and there pale violets peep, 
And if no venal tears are ſhed, - 
The dews from many a daiſy weep. 


And pity here is often ſeen, be 
To prompt the namleſs pilgrim's ſighs; 
For pity loves to haunt the ſcene N 
bere grief is ſtripp'd of art's diſguiſe. 


Farewel ſweet ſpot! my ſoul I feel 
Entranc'd in forrow's ſofteſt mood, 
Theſe penſive ſhades that o'er me ſteal, 


They ſhall not lightly be withſtood. 
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ADDRESS TO HAPPINESS, __ 
BY DR. HURDIS. 


HAPPINESS! thou puny fhort-liv'd plant, 
Whoſe tender branch this world's inclement 
But ill endures, and bears abundant bloom 
In the pacific clime of heav'n alone, 
Let me thy tranſient beauty ftrive to rear, 
Not witheut hope, uncertain as thou art, 
That thy ſweet bloſſom ſhall at length be mine, 
I'll give thee ſhelter from all winds that blow, 
Diffuſe eternal ſummer round thy head, 
And fatisfy thy root with gentle drops, 
Warm as the : 29 the tender mother ſheds 
Upon her drooping child. And in return _ 
Do thou, ſweet —_ to my longing eye 
At leaſt one bloſſom leiſurely unfold, _ 
To be tranſported when occaſion ſmiles, 
Into the boſom of the maid I love. Wt 
There to abide, perchance ſtall pleaſe thee well, 
For *tis 2 manſion like thy native ſeat, 
'The fair abode of innocence and truth, 
Be it thy home, and ſatisfy mankind 
That happineſs can flouriſh here below, 
And is not always like the cereus* bloom, 
Alive at night and wither'd ere the morn, 


t, 
ent 
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To A LADY Wo DREW THY PINS pin 
BR BONNET IN a THUNDER- STORM. 


BY THE SAME. 


* 


EASE, Eliza, thy locks to deſpoil, 
Nor remove the bright ſteel from thy 
hair, * 
For fruitleſs und ford is-the tail, 
Since nature has made thee ſo fair. 


While the rofe on thy cheek ſhall remain, 
And thine eyes ſo bewitchingly ſhine, 
Thy endeavour will ſtill be in vain, 
For aurattion will ever be thine. 


— —— 
BY THE SAME. 


AN aught be more fair to the eye 
Than the bluſh of the maidenly year? 
Canaught with the orchard-bloom vie, 

When in May its ſweet bloſſoms appear? 
Can anght like the eglantine pleaſe, | 
Or. the roſe budding ?- Tell me what can? 

O, thrice more attraffing than theſe, 


Ls the check of my ſweet little Anne. 
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What can charm like the ſpring of the fied, 
When it trickles okay Saks 1 by? f 
Or what ſweeter pleaſure can yield, | 
Than to look on the gems of the ſky ? | 
What can win like the tremulous dew | 
Which the zephyrs on goſſomer fan? 
O thrice more enchanting to view _ 
Is the eye of my ſweet little Arme. | 


( 
Can aught like the morning delight, 
When it dawns toward peaceable day? : 
Or bewitch like the planet of night, 
When ſhe ſteals in good humour away ? 
Is there aught like the ſweetneſs of eve, : 

When ſerene as when nature began, 
The ſoft fun takes his mellow laſt leave? J 
Yes; the ſmile of my ſweet little Anne. . 
Can aught more delicious be nam'd - * 
Than the exquiſite fruit of the pine ? 0 
More inviting can aught be proclaim'd G 
Than the elegant branch of the vine? = 
Is there ought can in flavour exceed N 
Ev'ry beverage precious to man ? W 
O yes; theſe are taſteleſs indeed, | At 
o the kiſs of my ſweet little Anne, 
Thrice more than the ſun- ſetting hour, = 
Or the dawn of the morning benign, 0: 
More delightful than ſpring's ſweeteſt flow'r, Re 
Or th' mirth-making juice of the vine: = I 
More ſerene than the gems of the ſky, pes 
And more ſoft than the down of the ſwan, Nu 
Is the cheek, is the lip, is the eye, al 
Is the ſmile of my tweet little Anne. Nose, 

5 N 
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WALKS IN THE COUNTRY. 


FxoM THe TARS OF AFFECTION, 4 POEM, 
| BY THE SAME, 


ITI thee have I admir'd the ſhady grove, 
The ſunny champaign, the extenſive weald 

Scatter'd with ſteeples, meſſuages, and mills, 
And dwelt on many a pleaſurable ſpot 
Of interſected paſture, with it's ſtock, 
Cottage and lodge, few ſheep and grazing cow, 
Deeming content and happineſs were there. 
With thee have I applauded the deep vale, 
It's verdure mellowing as it ſtole away  - 
To either margin of a winding ſtream, 
Preſenting fainter ſhadows, ſofter woods ; 
With thee beheld, with ſmile affect ionate 
Our native downs remote, hill behind hill, 
Gigantic family, ſome near, ſome far, 
Withdrawing; till their faint expiring tops 
Were almoſt loſt and melted into air. | 
With thee have 1 delighted ſtill to rove, 
At morn, at eve, in twilight and at noon, 
Long as ſweet ſummer laſted. Chiefly then, | 
When tufts of primroſe ſmil'd upon the banks, | 
Gracing the verge of ſome tranſlucent ſtream i 
0: glaſſy lake, whoſe mirror their ſoft flow'rs 
Refleed ſofter to the loit*rer's eye. 
Or when the ſtrawberry, with ruddy cheek, 
Provok'd the finger to be plucking ſtill, 
When fragrant honey-ſuckle his ſweet flow'r 
Along the hedge-row ſcatter'd, and the breeze 
Of ey'ning freely his 167" diſpers'd z 
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When bloſſom' d clover, or the martial bean, 
The hay-rick newly built, or bitter hop 
Emitting from the oaſt a grateful ſteam, 
Fill d all the vale with odors. Aim in arm 
Have we tlie dews of ev'ning often inet, 

And the pale ray of the September n. oon, 
What time aſcending with diſcolour'd cheek, 
She peer'd above the cloud or highland wood, 
And ſilently improving as ſhe rote 

Hung o'er the taded landſcape full of Iight ; 
A glorious lamp to cheer a boundleſs hall, 
Floating acroſs the living dome of heav'n 
Suſpended upon nothing. Arm in arm 

Have we the tun of morning on the brow 

Yet unapparent welcom'd, and his oft 
Emergent glory like the bee enjoy'd, | 
Roving from bank to bank, from hill to hill. 
Along the meadow now, or thro” the field 

Of ſheaves erect, or barley by the ſcythe 

In frequent lines diſpos'd, or fertile oat. _ 
Now by the ſtream, to hear the liquid lapſe 
Of Rother gliding oe'r ſome pebbly ſhoal, 
Or with hoarſe tumult thro* the foamy dam 
And idle mill-wheel falling. Homeward now 
Thro' many a garden which the foſter'd hop 


Now to ſome quarter where his hondurs fall 
Thro' many a family, who pluck'd his flow'rs 
And fill the bin with gold, there to delay 
And haply ſome aſſiſt the pole to ſtrip, 
Beſtowing freely a few moments toil 

To mark how induftry her taſk purſues, 
With finger never weary, finzing ſtill. 
Now to the village whoſe aſpiring church 


Shades with his branch prolific, yet untouch'd: | 
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High on a hillock in the valley ſtands, 

And fmiles with glory in the riſing ſun, 

As if it lov'd the proſpett it adorns. 

How ſweet the pleafure then, in ſome lone nook. 
Under a 2323 or Jofty wood, , 


To pauſe and liſten, while the village bells, 
By diſtance mellow'd, their melodious tones 
Exch after other to the feeding ear 

Softly perſuaſive utter'd; faintly heard 
Sometimes, and ſcarce more audible, remote, 
Than the mellifluous octave, gently touch'd ; 
By ſome impaſſionꝰ d ſongſtreſs, to relieve 

Her ſoul-ſubduing ſong ; ſometimes more bold 
A ſweet harmonious diapaſan ſwell 

Of gradual increaſe, by the breeze at length 
In Joud confuſion huddled on the ear, 

Til! echo chid them and they died again. 


— . — 


ON VIEWING THE CORPSE OF 
SISTER. 


FROM THE SAME. 


A* me! is this my Iſabel? are theſe | 
The lips where health his odoriferous 'gales 
And vernal roſes ſhed ? Are theſe the balls, 
Whoſe dew ſo often fell to ſoothe my pain v - 
And welcome my return, provoking ſti 
The Jatent Tympathy my looks deny'd, 
Till my heart melted and my eye oferflow'd ? 
Are theſe the fingers that ſo charm'd my ear? 
Is this the hand 3 upon my arm 

f 2 . - 
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So many ſummers in the ev'ning walk? 
The hand that ſerv'd me with good will ſo free, 
Guided the pen ſo fairly, and the heart 

So ſweetly pourtray'd on the vacant leaf? 

How chang d and how diſguis'd ! Dear, lovely Maid, 
Theſe 4. features and this dread att ire 
Deprive thee of all ſemblance. But for theſe 
Eternal horrors which thy limbs encloſe, 

And this thy name engraven, I ſhould deem 
Deluſion bound me in her ſubtle chain. 

Whither, oh whither is thy beauty fled ? 


—— —— ͤ—ÜwDo.' 


OUR OWN MISFORTUNES EQUALLED 
BY OTHERS. | 


FROM THE SAME. 


— — —— BITTER loſs! 

Sorrow and miſery o'erflow the cup 

Of many a foul more innocent than mine. 

Behold yon village church, whoſe humble tow'r 
Stands in a vale between two Joity hills 

Upon the confines of the winter's flood. 

There Caroletta ſleeps. Poor hapleſs girl! 

She ſaw a darling. brother bound in chains 

And viſited his duageon— ſaw the ſword 

Of. angry juſtice waving o'er his head 

Bluſh'd for his ſhame—abſconded from the world 
Pin'd into ſickneſs—and the culprit dead, * 


Cloſe at his heels went down into the grave. \ 


So beauty, virtue, piety, and youth 
Fell in an inſtant, and the ſcythe of time 
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Cut from the root, with one determin'd blow, 
The noiſome thiſtle and the harmleſs roſe; 
A roſe top delicate and winning fair 
For the deſerted village where it grew, 
And happily remov'd to bloom in heaven. 

Conduct thine eye along that chain of hills, 
Obſerve a ſteeple at the mountain's foot 
Girded by woodland. There Aurelia liv'd, 
And to her happy ſponſe, the vicar, bore 
Six ſmiling intants. To maturer years 
Each rofe in turn, but ere the hour was paſt 
Which childhood limits, one grew ſick and died: 
Another linger'd and another fell: 
A third departed, and thus clos'd the grave | 
On three ſweet maidens in the bloom of life. * 
A duteous fon then tell, by phrenzy ſeiz d, 
Ere education her expenſive work 
Had well —— and the letter d youth 
Diſmiſs'd a graduate. Vet another liv'd, 
But liv'd remote upon the Indian ſhore, 
Nor there liv'd long, but died. The vicar then 
To heav'n was ſummon'd, and his weeping ſpouſe |” 
With only one poor ſickly daughter left, 
Fled from the vale, and was not heard of more. 

Then let me not complain, but o'er thy grave, 
Departed Iſabel, my tablet place, 
And to my hearth return; content that heav'n, 
Which all might challenge, has yet ſpar d me much. 
Adieu, ſweet maid, whom death untimely ſmote, . 
* As eager winter nips the bud of ſpring 
For bloſſoming too early. Here fecure, 
While judgment tarries, in the duſt 3 
* And while leſs happy chro' the vale of lite 
We toil in tears without thee, Yet not long = 
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« Shall death divide us. Swift as the dovr's wing 
« Shall paſs the moments of this changeful ſtage, 
« And ſoon our bones ſhall meet. Here will we 


ce ſleep, 
4 Here wait together, and from hence aſcend 
& (If haply innocence like thine be ours) 


& To love, which no affliftion ſhall diſturb.“ 
v — FK—ͤ——— 


THE CURATE'S MANSION. 
FROM THE VILLAGE CURATE. 
BY THE SAME. 


FE yonder manſion, rear'd by ruſtic hands, 
And deck'd with no ſuperfluous ornament, 
Where uſe was all the architect propos'd, 
And all the maſter wiſh'd, which ſcarce a mile 
From village tumult, to the morning ſun 


Turns his warm aſpect, yet with bloſſoms hung, 


Of cherry, and of peach, lives happy fill 
The e Nag On a bill.” 

Half way between the ſummit and a brook 
Which 1dly wanders at its foot, it ſtands, 
And looks into a valley wood-beiprent, 
That winds along below. Beyond the brook, 
Where the high coppice intercepts it not, 

Or ſocial elms, or with his ample waiſt 

The venerable oak, up the ſteep fide 

Of yon aſpiring hill fall 19 

Luxuriant paſture ſpreads before his eye 
Eternal verdure; ſave that here and there 

A ſpot of deeper green ſhews where the ſwam” 
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Expects a nobler harveſt, or high poles 

Mark the retreat of the ſcarce-budded hop 
Hereafter to be eminently fair, 

And hide the naked ſtaff that train'd him u 
With golden flowers. On the hill top behold 
The village ſteeple, rĩũng from the midſt *' 

Of many a ruſtic edifice, tis all 

The paſtor's care. For he, ye whipping clerks 
Who with a jeckey's ſperd from morn till night 
Gallop amain thro ſermons, ſervices, 

And dirty roads, and barely find the day 
Sufficient for your toil—he ſtill diſdains 

For lucre-ſake to do his work amiſs, 


And ſtarve the flock he undertakes to feed. 


—— There the apoſtle lives, 
In habitation neat, but plain and ſmall. 
Look in and ſee, for there no treaſon lurks, 
And he who lives as in the face of heav'n, 
Shuns not the eye of man. On either ſide 
The door that opens with a touch, a room, 
The kitchen one, and what you will the other. 
There now he ſits in meditation loſt, 


And to the growing page commits with ſpeed 


To-morrow's text. Look round, nor fear to rouze 


The buſy ſoul, which on her work intent, 
Holds ſenſe a pris'ner, and with cautious bolt 
Has barr'd full faſt the portals of the mind, 

To ſhut out interruption. Bare the walls— 
For here no painter's Lappy art has taught 

The great progenitor to live anew 

Upon the ſmiling canvas. Sculptor here 

No ornament has hung of fruit or flower 

Nor ſpecimen is here, to ſhew how well 
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The imitative ſtile can ſteal the grace 


Which nature lent the painter, One poor ſheet, 


Half almanack, half print, without a frame, 

Above the grate hangs unaccompanied ; 

A kind remembrancer of time to come, 

Of faſt and feſtival, expiring terms, 

New moon and full, A regal-table here 

Arreſts the eye, and here the brave account 

Of chancellor, high ſteward, and their train, 

Vice-chancellor, and proctors, awful ſound, 

And ſtill more awful fight to him that treads 

The public ſtreet with hat and ſtick, or wants 

That grave appendage of the chin, a band. 

Above behold the venerable pile | 

Some pious founder rais'd ; but ſtay we not 

To call him from his grave, where he perhaps 

Would gladly reſt unknown, and have an ear 

Not to be reus'd by the Archangel's trump. 
Von half-a-dozen ſhelves ſupport, vaſt weight! 

The curate's library. There marſhall'd ſtand, 

Sages and heroes, modern and antique. 

He their commander, like the vanquiſh'd fiend, 

Outcaſt of heav'n, oft thro' their armed files 

Darts an experienc'd eye, and feels his heart 

3 with pride to be their only chief. 

Vet needs not he the tedious muſter- roll, 

The title- page of each well-known, his name 

And character. Nor ſcorns he to converſe 

With raw recruit or muſty veteran, 

And oft prefers the mutilated garb 

To macaroni ſuit, bedaub'd with gold, 

W hich often hides the man of little worth, 

And tinſel properties. What need of dreſy 

So fine and gorgeous, if the ſou] within 
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Be chaſte and pure? The faireſt maſk put on 
Hides not the wrinkle of deformity. 

A ſoul of worth will gild a beggar's frieze, 

And on his tatter*d ſuit a luſtre ſhed 

No time can change. Give to the harlot's cheek 
The glowing rouge, true virtue needs it not\ 
Shed perfumes in the chambers of the ſick, 

The lip of health has odours of its own. 


.S7, 


— — — - 


VALENTINE'S DAY. 


FROM THE SAME. 


THEN let the bard begin, when winter yet 
Powders the lawn with ſnow, and on our caves, 

Hangs the chaſte icicle. Be that the time, 

When the tir'd ſportſman lays his gun aſide, 

Nor wages ineffectual war again 

On partridge race. The day St. Valentine, 

When maids are briſk, and at the break of day 

Start up and turn their pillows, curious all 

To know what happy ſwain the fates provide 

A mate for life. Then follows thick diſcharge 

Of true-love knots and ſonnets nicely penn'd, 

But to the learned critic's eye no verſe, 

But proſe diſtracted, gallopping away 

Like yelping cur with kettle at his tail. 

Forgive the thought, ye maids of poeſy, 

And be as kind as fair. Critics may laugh 

And yet approve, and I your pains applaud, 

Tho* ſhort of excellence, I love the maid 

Which has ambition,” and betrays a mind 
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Of active and ingenious turn; who ſcorns 

Only to know what faſhion and the age 

Require, and can do more than flirt her fan, 

Read novels, dance with grace, ſing playhouſe airs, 
Speak ſcandal, daub on vellum or her face, 

Retail ſome half-a-dozen terms in French, 

And twice as many Engliſh, and diſpatch 

By every poſt a tedious manuſcript, 1 
Which to tranſlate would crack the very brain 

Of Arabic profeſſor. O ye fair, 

Ve were defign'd for nobler flights, than theſe ; 
Nature on yau as well as us beſtow'ꝗ 

The good capacity. And tho' to us 

She gave the nicer judgment, yet ſhe hid 

The ſweet defect in you, with better {kill 

To clothe the fair idea, keener eye, 

And quicker apprehenſion. *Tis in you 
Imagination glows in all her ſtrength, 

Gay as the robe of ſpring, and we delight 

To ſee you pluck her bloſſoms, and compoſe 

The cheerful neſegay for the ſwain you love. 
What if Alcanor's ſelf ſhould not diſdain 

To imitate your toils, but ſometimes hang 
Ill-woven chaplets on Maria's brow, 
Which needs no ornament to make it pleaſe 
With ſweeter grace. The hour ſo ſpent ſhall live 
Not unapplauded, in the book of heav*n, ; 
For dear and precious as the moments are 
Permitted man, they are not all for deeds 

Of active virtue. ive me none to vice, 

And heav'n will not ftri& reparation aſk 

For many a ſummer's day and winter's eve 

So ſpent as beſt amuſes us. Alas! 

If he that made us were extreme to mark 


1 
\ 
] 
T 
J 
\ 
] 
1 


LARA r am 4. OA. > 


MODERN POEMS. 


The trifled hour, what human ſoul could live? 
We trifle all; and he who beſt deſerves 

Is but a trifler. What art thou whoſe eye 
Follows my pen? or what am I that write ? 
Both triflers. Tis a trifling world, from him 
Who banquets daintily, in fleeves of lawn, 

To him who ſtarves upon a country cure: 
From him who is the pilot of a ſtate, 


To him who begs, an rather begs than works. 


CE. 
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ON THE EXISTENCE OF A SUPERIOR 
BEING. 


FROM THE SAM. 


—— COME hither, fool, who vainly think" 
Thine only is the art to plumb the depth 
Ot truth and wildem. is a friend who calls 
And has ſome honeſt pity left for ther, 
O thoughtle(s, ſtubborn ſceptic. Look abroad 
And tell me, ſhall we to blind chance aſcribe 
The ſcene ſo wonderful, fo fair, and good ? 
Shall-we no farther ſearch than ſenſe will lead, 
To find the glorious cauſe which ſo delights 
The eye aud ear, and ſcatters ev ry where 
Ambroſial perfumes ? Is there not a hand 
Which operates unſeen, and regulates 
The vaſt machine we tread on? Yes, there is 
Who firſt created the great world, a work 
Ot deep conſtruttion, complicated, wrought | 
Wheel within wheel; tho” all in vain we ſtriyve 
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To trace remote effects thro” the thick maze 

Of movements intricate, confus'd and ſtrange, 

Up to the great Artificer, who made | 

And guides the whole. What if we ſee him not? 

No more can we behold the buſy foul 

Which animates ourlelves. Man to himſelf 
Is all a miracle. T cannot ſee 

The latent cauſe, yet ſuch I know there is, 

Which gives the body motion; nor can tell 

By what ſtrange impulſe the ſo ready limb 

Performs the purpoſes of will. How then 

Shall thou or I, who cannot ſcan ourſelves, 

In this our narrow veſſel, comprehend © 

The being of àa God? Go to the ſhore, 

Caſt in thy ſlender angle, and draw out 

The huge Leviathan. Compreſs the deep, 

And ſhut it up within the hollow round 

Of the ſmall hazel nut. Or freight the ſhell 

Of ſnail or cockle with the glorious ſun, b 

And all the worlds that live upon his beams, 

The goodly apparatus that rides round 

The glowing axle-tree of heav'n. Then come, 

And I will grant 'tis thine to ſcale the height 

Of wiſdom infinite, and comprehend | 

Secrets incomprehenſible to know ; to know Dl 

There is no God, and what the potent cauſe 

Which the revolving univerſe — 

And not requires a deity at hand. 
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Perſuade me not, inſulting diſputant, 
That I ſhall die, the wick of life conſum d, 1A 
And ſpite of all my hopes fink to the grave, Lat 
Never to riſe again. Will the gue God, 1 
Who thus by annual miracle reſtores Cal 
The. periſh'd year, and youth and beauty gives 


MODERN POEMS. — 65 
By reſurrection ſtrange, where none was aſk'd, ; 


Leave only man to be the ſcorn of time, 175 
And ſport of death? Shall only he one ſpring, 

One haſty ſummer, and one autumn ſee, 

And then to winter irredeemable 5 

Be doom' d, caſt out, rejected, and deſpis d? 

Tell me not ſo, or by thy ſelf enjoy 

The melancholy thought. Am I deceiv'd? 

Be my miſtake eternal. If I err, | 

It is an error ſweet and lucrative. 

For ſhould not heav'n a farther courſe intend 

Than the ſhort race of life, I am at leaſt 

Thrice happier than thou, ill-boding fool, 

Who ſtriv'ſt in vain the awful doom to fly 

Which I not fear. But I fall live again, 

And ſtill on that ſweet hope ſhall my ſoul feed. 

A medicine it is, which with a touc 

Heals all the pains of life; a precious balm, | 
Which makes the tooth of ſorrow venomleſfſs, ö; 
And of her hornet ſting ſo keen, diſarms * 

Cruel adverſit > 
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DESCRIPTION of the CURATE'S GARDEN. 
AND HIS LABOUR IN IT COMMENDED.,- 


FROM TH SAME. 


AE once we ruſh into the midſt of June, 
And find Alcanor at the noon of day 
Laborious in his garden. The warm fun 
Is clouded, and the fluctuating breeze 
Calls him from nicer labour, to attend 

0 G | 
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The vegetable progreſs. Mark we now 

A thoutand great effects which ſpring from toil 
Unſung before. The martial pea obferye, 

In ſquare battalion ranged, line after line 
Succeſſive; the gay bean her hindmoſt ranks 
Stript of their bloſſoms; the thick ſcatter d bed 
Of ſoporific lettuce; the green hill 
Cover'd with eucumbers : all the'e my muſe 
Diſdains not. She can ſtray well pleas'd, and pluck, 

The od'rous leaf of marj'rum, balm, or mint, | 

Then ſmile to think how near the neighbourhood 

Of rue and wormwood in her thoughttul eye, 

Reſembling life, which ever thus brings forth 

In quick ſucceſſion bitter thing and ſweet. | 
Nor ſcorns ſhe to obſerve the, thriving ſage, 
Which well becomes the garden of a clerk ; 
1} The wholeſome camomile, and fragrant thyme.. 
All theſe thy pains, Alcanor, propagate, 

| Support, and feed. Let the big do dor laugh, 
Who only toils to ſatisfy the calls 

Of appetite inſatiate, and retires, 

Good honeſt ſoul, offended at the world, 

In pure devotion, to his pipe and bowl, 

And whiffs and fleeps his idle hours away. 
Yes, let him laugh. A life of labour yields 
Sweeter enjoyment than his gouty limbs 

Have ſenſe to feel. Tt gives the body health, 
Agility, and ſtrength; and makes it proof 
Againſt the fang of pain. It ſtays the courſ 
Of prodigal contagion, ſcares away 2 
The ſeythe of time, and turns the dart of death. 
And hence the mind unwonted force derives; 

| Recruited oft by labour, to her work | 
Strong as a giant ſhe returns, and rolls 
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Her Siſyphæan ball with wond'rous eaſe 


Up to the mountain's top. It is the foul 
Ot poeſy and wit, Then follow ſtill 

The happy taſk, nor ſcorn to feel, Alcanor, 
How pafling grateful.” tis to reap the fruits 
Of willing toil, The board of induſtry, 
By her own labour irugally ſupplied, 

Gives to her food an admirable zeft, 
Unknown to indolence, which half aſleep 
With palateleſs indifference furveys 

The {moaking feaſt of plenty. 


mn—_ cc again obſerve. 

Alcanor in his garden; not alone, 

For Iſabel is there. The day declines, 

And now the falling ſun offends them not. 

She rears the fainting flow'r, and feeds its roots. 
Ye botaniſts, I cannot talk like you, | Th 
And give to every plant its name and rank, | 
Teught by Linne; yet I perceive in all | | 
Or known or unknown, in the garden rais'd, e 
Or nurtur'd in the hedge- row or the field, 

A ſecret ſomething which delights my 75 

And meliorates my heart. And much I love 

To ſee the fair one bind the ſtraggling pink, 

Cheer the ſweet roſe, the lupin and the ſtock, 

And lend a ſtaff to the ſtill gadding pea. 

cannot count the number of the ſtars, 

Nor call them by their names, much leſs relate 
What vegetable tribes Alcanor loves, 

The fair ones rear, I will not ſwell my ſong, 

Like you, ye bards of epopceian fame, 

With the proud liſt of forces led from Greece, 

Or angels tumbled headlong into hell. 
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Yet let me praiſe the garden-loving maid, | 
Who innocently thus concludes the day. 
Ye fair, it well becomes you. Better thus 
Cheat time away, than at the crouded rout, 
Ruſtling in filk, in a ſmall room, cloſe pent, 
And heated e'en to fuſion ; made to breathe 
Feetid contagious air, and fret at whiſt, 

Or ſit aſide to ſneer and whiſper ſcandal. 


G ata Cond Rnd > 


— — 
DESCRIPTION OF A SMITH. 
| FROM THE SAME. 


EE, pale and hollow- in his blue ſhirt, 
Be fore the ſcorching furnace, reeking ſtands 
The weary ſmith. A thund'ring water-wheel 
Alternately uplifts his cumb'rous pair 
Of roaring bellows. He torments the coal 
And ſtirs the melting ore, till all refolv'd ; | 
Then with vaſt forceps ſeizes the bright maſs, 
And drags it glowing to the anvil. Eye : 
Can ſcarce attend it, ſo intenſe the heat. 
He bears it all, and with one arm lets free 

Th' impatient ſtream. The heavy wheel upliſts 
Slowly, and ſuddenly lets fall the loud 

And awful hammer, that confounds the ear, 
1 And makes the firm earth tremble. He the block 
1 Shapes to the blow obſequious; cooler grown, - 
| He ſtays his flood-gate, once again provokes 
The dying cinder, and his halt-done work 

1 Buries in fire. Again he plucks it forth, | 
it And once more lifts it to the ſturdy anvil, LH 
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There beaten long, ind often turn'd, at length 

Tis done. He bears it hiſſing to the light, 

An iron bar. Behold it well. What is it, 

But a juſt emblem of the lot of virtue? 

For in this naughty world ſhe cannot live, 

Nor ruſt contract nor mingle with alloy. 

So the great Judge, to make her worthy heav'n, 

Submits her to the furnace and the anvil; 

Till molten, bruis'd, and batter'd, ſhe becomes 

Spotleſs and pure, and leaves her droſs behind. 
Who can repine and think his lot ſevere 

Who well conſiders this? The flaving ſmith 

That wipes his flowing brow fo faſt, his bread . 

Earns at the bitter coft, expence of health. 

In ſummer's hotteſt day lie feeds his forge, 

And ſtands expos'd to the diſtreſsful fire 

That almoſt broils him dead, Yet what complaint 

Makes he at fortune? He is well content 

To toil at his infernal work, and breathe 

A torrid atmoſphere, to earn at beft * 

Scanty ſubſiſtence in this pinching world. 

Ve idle rich, conſider this, nor aim 

At ee penſions, titles, coronets. 

Ve lazy clerks, conſider this, nor ſue 

For benefices, canonries, and mitres. 

All might inherit eaſe, would they not long 

To fill a braver office, and at times a 

Look down, and fee how hard the drudging poor 

Toils for a bare ſubſiſtence. Be content, 

And happineſs ſhali turn and follow you, 

But ſhe is coy as the unwedded maid, 

And he that follows ES vex'd in vain, 
3 
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And may purſue for ever. Let her fly; 
Shy fool, I follow not. If thou relent, 
Feaſt at my board, and be a welcome gueſt, 


— — - 


HARVEST. 
FROM THE. SAME, 


New o'er his corn the ſturdy farmer looks, 
And ſwells with ſatisfaction to behold 
The plenteous harveſt which repays his toil. 
We too are gratified, and feel a joy 
Inferior but to his, partakers all 
Of the rich bounty Providence has ſtrew'd 
In plentiful profuſion o'er the field. 

Tell me ye fair, Alcanor tell me, what 
Is to the eye more chearful, to the heart 
More ſatisfactive, than to look abroad, 

And from the window ſee the reaper ſtrip, 

Look round, and put his fickle to the wheat? 
Or hear the carly mower whet his ſcythe, 
And ſee where he has cut his ſounding way, 
E'en to the utmoſt edge of the brown field 

Of oats or barley? hat delights us more, 
Than ſtudiouſly to trace the val effects 

Of unabated labour? To obſerve 


How ſoon the oat and bearded barley fall, 
In frequent lines before the keen-edged ſcythe? 


Down leaps and doffs his frock alert, and plies 
The ſhining fork. Down to the ſtubble's ege 


_ How ſoon the golden field abounds with ſheaves? , 


The clatt'ring team then comes, the on hind 
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The eaſy wain deſcends half built, then turns 
And labours up again. From pile to pile 

With ruſtling ſtep the ſwain proceeds, and ſtill 
Bears to the groaning load the well-poiz'd ſheaf. 
The gleaner follows, and with ſtudious eye 
And bended ſhoulders traverſes the field 

To cull the ſcatter'd ear, the perquiſite | 
By heaven's decree aſſign'd to them who need, 
And neither ſow nor reap. Ye who have ſown, 
And reap fo plenteouſly, and find the grange 
Too narrow to contain the harveſt giv'n, 

Be not ſevere, and grudge the needy poor 

So ſmall a portion. . Scatter many an ear, 

Nor let it grieve you to forget a leaf 

And overlook the loſs. For he who gave 

Will bounteouſly reward the purpos'd wrong 
Done to yourſelves; nay more, will twice repay 
The generous neglet&t. The field is clear d; 
No ſheaf remains; and now the empty wain 

A load leſs honorable waits. Vaſt toil ſucceeds, 
Ard ſtill the team retreats, and ſtill returns 

To be again full-fraught. Proceed, ye ſwains, 
And ok one autumn of your lives, your toil 
Still new, your harveſt never done. 

And ſtay the progreſs of the falling year, 
And let the chearful valley laugh and ſing, 
Crown'd with perpetual Auguſt. Never taint, 
Nor ever let us hear the hearty ſhout 

Sent up to heaven, your annual work complete 
And harveſt ended. It may ſeem to you 

The ſound of joy, but not of joy to us. | 
We grieve to think how ſoon your efforts ceaſe, - 
How ſoon the plenteous year reſigns her fruits,” 
And waits the mute approach of ſurly winter. 
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Taz STORY or PALEMON AND ANNA, 


FROM THE SHIPWRECK, BY FALCONER, 


HARG'D with-the commerce, hither alſocame 
AAA gallant youth, Palemon was his name, 
Ac father's ſtern reſentment doom'd to prove, 
He came, the victim of unhappy love 
His heart for Albert's beauteous daughter bled ; 
For ber a ſecret flame his boſom fed. | 
Nor let the wretched flaves of folly ſcorn 1 
This genuine paſſion, nature's eldeſt born ! 
*T was his with laſting anguiſh to complain, 
While blooming Anna mourn'd the canſe in vain, 
Graceful of form, by nature taught to pleaſe, / 
Of power to melt the — breaſt with eaſe; 
To her Palemon told his tender tale, 
Soft as the voice of ſummer's ev*ning gale. 
O'erjoy'd he ſaw her lovely eyes relent ; 
The bluſhing maiden ſmil'd with ſweet conſent, 
Oft' in the mazes of a neighb' ring grove, 
Unheard, they breath'd alternate yows of loves 
By fond ſociety their paſſion grew, 
Like the young bloſſom fed with vernal dew, 
In evil hour th* officious tongue of fame 
— be x ſecret of their _— flame, 7 
ith grief and anger ſtruggling in his bre 

Palemon s father — thee rhe confeft. A 

ong had he liſten'd with ſuſpicious ear, 
And learnt, fagacious, this event to fear. 
'Too well, fair youth ! thy lib'ral heart he knew; 
A heart to nature's warm impreſſions true! . 


* 


Eee, err renne eee TE 
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Full oft* his wiſdom ſtrove, with fruitleſs toil, 
With avarice to pollute that generous ſoil. 

That ſoil impregnated with nobler ſeed, 

Refus'd the culture of ſo rank a weed. 

Elate with wealth, in active commerce won, 

And baſking in the ſmile of fortune's ſun, 

With ſcorn the parent ey'd the lowly ſhade, 

That veil'd the beauties of this charming maid. 
Indignant he rebuk'd th” enamour'd boy, 

The flatt'ring promiſe of his future joy! 

He ſooth'd and menac'd, anxious to reclaim 

This hopeleſs paſſion, or divert its aim. 

Oft' led the youth, where circling joys delight 

The raviſh'd ſenſe, or beauty charms the ſight. 

With all her powers enchanting muſic fail'd, 
And pleaſure's ſyren voice no more prevail'd. 

The merchant, kindling then with proud diſdainy 
In look and voice afſum'd an harſher ſtrain, - 

In abſence now his only hope remain d 

And ſuch the ſtern decree his will ordain'd.. - 

Deep anguiſh, while Palemon heard his doom, 

Drew o'er his lovely face a ſadd*ning glo m. 
In vain with bitter ſorrow he 9 | 


No tender pity touch'd that fordid mind; 

To thee, brave Albert“, was the charge conſign'd. 
The ſtately ſhip, forſaking England's ſhore, 

To regions far remote Palemon bore. | 
Incapable of change, th' unhappy youth 

Still loy'd fair Anna with eternal truth; 

From clime to clime, n exile, doom'd to room, 


His heart ſtill panted for its ſecret home. 
The name of the captain of the ſhig. 
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0 
v 
PALEMON's ACCOUNT or iS PARTING 

WITH ANNA, rox THE LAST TIME. ht 
FROM THE SAME. 

wh 01 

HE ſhip was laden, aud prepar'd to fail, 0 
And only waited now the leading gale; W 

*T was ours in that ſad period firſt to re Fo 
The heart-felt torments of deſpairing love. A 
Th' impatient wiſh that never feels repole ; Al 
Deſire that with perpetual current flows: W 
The fluctuating pangs of hope and ſear; d Fo 
Joy diſtant ſtill, and ſorrow ever near Su 
'Thus, while the s of thought ſeverer grew, M 
The weſtern 2 — blew, 7 Io 
Haſt'ning the moment of our laſt adieu. Ti 
The veſſel parted on the falling tide ; ] 
Yet time one ſacred hour to love ſupplied, Go 
The night was ſilent, and, advancing faſt, An 
The moon o'er Thames her filver mantle caft, Thi 
Impatient hope the midnight path explor'd, (Go 
And led me to the nymph my ſoul ador'd. Fin 
Soon her quick footſteps ſtruck my liſt' ning ear W. 
She came confeſt i the lovely maid drew near! WI 
But ah! what force of language can impart Pro 
Th impetuous joy that glow'd in either heart! Toc 
O ! ye whoſe melting hearts are form'd to prove Ill { 
The trembling ecſtacies of genuine love? Go 
When, with delicious agony, the thought ._. Tha 
Is to the verge of high delirium wrought; On 
Your ſecret ſympathy alone can tell | Wh 


What raptures then the throbbing boſom ſwell; 
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O'er all the nerves what tender tumults roll, 
While love with ſweet inchantment melts the ſoul ! 
In tranſport loſt, my trembling hope impreſt, 

The bluſhing virgin ſunk upen my breaſt; +. 
While her's congenial beat with alarms ; 
Diſſolving ſoftneſs ! paradiſe of charms ! | 
Flaſh'd from our eyes, in warm transfuſion flew 
Our blending ſpirits, that each other drew 4 
. O bliſs ſupreme! where virtue's ſelf can melt 
With joys that guilty pleaſure never felt; 
Form'd to refine the thought with chaſte deſire, 
And kindle ſweet affection's pureſt fire! | 
Ah! wherefaere ſhould my hopeleſs love, ſhe cries, 
While ſorrow burſt with interrupting ſighs, 
For ever deſtind to lament in vain, | ; 
Such flatt”ring, fond ideas entertain? 
My heart thro* ſcenes of fair illuſion ſtray d, 
To joys decreed for ſome ſuperior maid. 
'Tis mine to feel the ſharpeſt ſting of grief, ] 
Where never gentle hope affords relief. | 
Go then, dear youth! thy father's rage atone! _ 
And let this tortur'd boſom beat alone | 
The hov'rin er yet thou may'ſt appeaſe, 
(Go then, Ped. nor — the — ſeas | 
Find out ſome happier daughter of the toon, : 
With fortune's fairer joys thy love to crown; | 
Where ſmiling o'er thee with indulgent ray, 
Proſperity ſhall hail each new-born day. 
Too well thou know'tt good Albert's niggard fate, 


— 4 the 
= 


« 


Ii fitted to ſuſtain thy father's hate, | | 
Go then, I charge thee, by thy gen'rous love, 
That fatal to my father thus may prove! 1 | 
On me alone let dark affliction fall! IR, 


Whoſe heart, for thee, will gladly ſuffer all, 
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Then haſte thee hence, Palemon, ere too late, 
Nor raſhly hope to brave oppoſing fate! 

She ceas'd ; while wake + in her angel-face, 
O'er all her beauties ſhowr'd celeſtial grace. 
Not Helen, in her bridal charms array d, 
Was half ſo lovely as this gentle maid. 

O ſoul of all my wiſhes! 1 reply'd, 

Can that ſoft fabric ſtem aſſliction's tide? 
Canſt thou, fair emblem of exalted truth! 

To ſorrow docnr the ſummer of thy youth, 
And I, perfid ious! all that ſweetneſs ſee 
Conſign'd to laſting miſery for me ? 

Sooner this moment may th' eternal doom 
Palemon in the ſilent earth entomb! 
Atteſt thou moon, fair regent of the night ! 
Whoſe luſtre ſickens at this mournful fight, 

By all the pangs divided lovers feel, | 

That ſweet poſſeſſion only knows to heal! 

By all the horrors brooding o'er the deep! 
Where fate and ruin ſad dominion keep 

Tho' tyrant yy o'er me tlireat' ning ſtands, 
And claims obedience to her ſtern commands: 
Should fortune cruel or auſpicious prove, | 
Her ſmile or frown ſhall never change my love 
My heart, that now muſt ev'ry joy reſign, 
Incapable of change, is only thine !— 

O, ceaſe to weep! this ſtorm will yet decay, 
And the fad clouds of ſorrow melt away. 
While- thro* the rugged path of life we go, 

All mortals tafte the bitter draught of woe. 
The fam'd and great, decreed to equal pain, 
Full oft in ſplendid wretchedneſs complain. 
For this proſperity with brighter ray, 

In filing contraſt gilds our vital day. 
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Thou too, ſweet maid! ere twice ten months are } 
o'er, | 

Shall hail Palemon to his native ſhore, 
Where never int' reſt ſhall divide us more. 

Her „ ggling ſoul, o'erwhelm'd with tender 

ler, 0 ) Y bn 
Now found an interyal of ſhort relief; 
So melts the ſurface of the frozen ſtream, 
Beneath the wint'ry ſun's departing beam. 
With warning haſte the ſhades of night withdrew, 
And gave the ſignal of a laſt adieu. 
As on my neck th". afflicted maiden hung, 
A thouſand racking doubts her ſpirit wrung, 
She wept the terrors of the fearful wave, 
Too oft, alas! the wand'ring lover's gravel 
With ſoft perſuaſion I diſpell'd her fear, 
And from her cheek beguil'd the falling tear. 
While dying fondneſs languiſh'd in her eyes, 
She pour'd * ſoul to heav'n in ſuppliant ſighs 
Look down with pity, oh! ye pow'rs above, 
Who hear the-ſad complaint of bleeding love! 
Ye who the ſecret laws of fate explore, 
Alone can tell if he returns no more: 
Or if the hour of future joy remain, 
Long-wiſh'd atonement of long-ſuffer'd pain! 
Bid ev'ry guardian miniſter attend, 
And from all ill the much- lov'd youth defend! 
With grief o'erwhelm'd we parted twice in vain, 
And urg'd by ftrong attraction, met again. 
At laſt, by cruel fortune torn apart. 
While tender paſſion ſtream'd in either heartz © * 
Our eyes transfix'd with agonizing look, 4 
One ſad farewel, one laſt embrace we 
'H 
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Forlorn of hope the lovely maid I left, 
Penſive and 4 of ev'ry joy bereft. 

She to her ſilent couch retir'd to weep, 

While her ſad ſwain embark'd upon the deep. 


To thoſe among our Readers who have mnt read the 
whole of the Prem, it may be neceſſary tb ſay, that 
the Ship was wrecked, and Palemon I The 
follow 1 is the Deſcription of the Veel Arbing 


on a Rock.] 


In vain the chords and axes were prepar, 

For now th' audacious ſeas inſult the yard; 
High o'er the ſhip they threw a horrid ſhade, 

And o'er her burſt in terrible caſcade. 

Uplifted on the furge to heav”n the flies, 

Her ſhatter'd top half buried in the ſkies, 
Then heafllong plunging thunders on the. grotind, 
Earth groans! air trembles! and the deeps reſound! 
Her giant-bulk the dread concuſſion feels, | 
And 8 with the wound, in torment reels, 
So reels, convuls'd with agontzing throes, 

The bleeding bull beneath the murd'rers blow] 
Agzin ſhe Tanger hark! a ſecond fac | 
Tears her ſtrong bottom on the marble rock! 
Down on the vale of death, with diſmal cries, 
The fated victims ſnhudd'ring roll their eyes, 

In wild deſpair; while yet another ftroke, 
With deep convulſion, rends the ſolid oak. 
Till like the mine, in whoſe infernal cell 
The turking dæmons of deſtruction dwell, 
At length afunder torn her frame divides, 
And crafhing ſpreads in ruin o'er the tides, 


0 
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IHE 'NEGRO'S COMPLAINT. 


BY MR. COWPER, 


ORC'D from home and all its wakes 
Afric's waſte I left forlorn; 
Jo increaſe a ſtranger's treaſures 
O'er the raging billows borne : 
Men from England. bought and ſold me, 
Paid my price in paltry gold; 
But tho theirs they inrolPd me, 
Minds are never to be (old. 


Still in thought as free as ever, 
What are England” s rights, I aſk, 

Me from my delights to fever, | 
Me to torture, me to talk ? 

Fleecy locks and black complexion, | 
Cannot forfeit nature's claim; 

Skins may differ, but affection | 
Dwells in white and black the ſame. 


Why did a'l-creating nature 
Make the plant for which we toil? 
Sighs muſt fan it, tears muſt water, 
Sweat of ours muſt dreſs the ſoil. 
Think ye, maſters iron-hearted, | 
Lolling at your jovial boards, | 
Think how many backs have ſmarted, 
For the fewer your cane affords, 


1 
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Is there, as you ſometimes tell us, 9. 
Is there one who reigns on high ? 

Has he bid you buy and fell us, 
Speaking from his throne the ſky ? 

Aſk him it your knotted ſcourges, 
Matches, blood-extorting ſcrews, 

Are the means which duty urges, 
Agents of his will to uſe? 


Hark, he anſwers! wild tornadoes 
Strewing yonder ſea with wrecks ; 
Waſting towns, plantations, meadows, 

Are the voice with which he ſpeaks : | / 
He, foreſeeing what vexations _ 

Afric's ſons ſhould undergo, 
Fix'd their tyrants? habitations 

Where the whirlwinds anſwer—No! 


By our blood in Afric waſted, 
Ere our necks receiv'd the chain 
By the mis'ries that we taſted, 
Croſſing in our barks the main: 
By our ſuff rings ſince you brought us 
To the man=degrading mart ; | 
All ſuſtain'd with patience, taught us 
Only by a broken heart : 


Deem our nation brutes no longer, 

- Till ſome reaſon ye ſhall find 

Worthier of regard, and ſtronger 
Than the colour of our kind. ; 

Slaves of gold! whoſe ſordid dealings 
Tarniſh all your boaſted pow'rs; 

Prove that you have human feelings, 

Ere ye proudly queſtion our's. 


4 | 
THE AFRICAN BOY. 
BY THE SAME. | | 


Why Kill you linger on the ſhore ? 
Haſte to your playmates, haſte away, 
Nor loiter here with fond delay; 

„When morn unveiFd her radiant eye 
You hail'd me ag I wander'd by, 
Returning at th* approach of eye, 
Your meek ſalute I ftill receive, 
Benign enquirer, thou ſhalt know, W 
1 loneſome 7 — flow: - 
*Tis ſaid thy countrymen (no more 3 
Like — ſharks that haunt the ſhore) - 
Return to bleſs, to raiſe, to cheer, " 
Apo comipaſſionꝰs Jong arrear. 
Tis ſaid, the num'rous captive train, 
Late bound by tlie —_— chain, 
Triumphant come with ſwelling fails, 
Mid ſmiling ſeas and weſtern galesz * 
They come, with feſtive heart and glee, - 
— hands unſhackled-—rginds as free ; 
ey came, at mercy's great command, 
To repoſſeſs their n | | 
The gales that o'er the ocean ſtray, 
And chaſe the waves in gentle play, 
Methinks they whiſper as they fly, . 
Fuellen ſoon ſhall meet thine eye: 
*Tis this that ſoothes her little ſong 
Blends all his wiſhes into one ! 
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Ah! were I claſp'd in her embrace, 
I would forgive 1 paſt diſgrace, 
Forgive the memorable hour, 

She fell a prey to tyrant pow'r; 

Forgive her laſt diſtracted air, 

Her ſorrowing voice, her kneeling pray'r; 
The ſuppliant tears that gall'd her cheeks, 
And laſt, her agonizing ſhrieks : . 
Lock'd in her hair a ruthleſs hand, 
Trail'd her along the flinty ſtrand ; 

A ruffian band, with clamours rude, 

The impious ſpeRacle purſued, 

Still as ſhe mov'd in accents mild, 
She cried aloud——my child! my child! 
The lofty bark ſhe now aſcends, 

With ſcreams of woe the air ſhe rends ; 
The veſſel leſs'ning from the ſhore, 

Her piteous wails I heard no more: 

Now as I ftretch'd my laſt ſurvey, 

Her diſtant form diſſolv'd away. 

That day is paſt—I ceaſe to mourn— 
Succeeding joy ſhall have its turn: 

Beſide the hoarſe reſounding deep, 

A pleaſing anxious watch I keep ; 

For when the morning cloud ſhall break, 
And darts of day the darkneſs ſtreak, 
Perchance along the glitt'ring main, 

Oh! may this hope not throb in vain, 

Io meet theſe long deſiring eyes 
Fuellen and the fun may riſe! 
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HENRY AND ELIZA, A BALLAD, 
FouNDED ON FACT. | 


AUTHOR NOT KNOWN. 


LIZA was beyond: compare 
The pride of all the thn 
Fair, yet belov'd by every fair, 
* Ador'd by ev'ry ſwain. 


'Tho' nature had each charm combin'd 
The beauteous maid to grace, 
And bade the ſweetneſs of her mind 
Stand pictur'd in her face: 


Yet fortune, from her earlieſt years, 
A fate diſaſtrous wove ; 

And doom'd her to an a Ver | 
For one ſhort hour of Ic 


In childhood's helpleſs ſtate bereft. 
Of parents” watchful care, 

Her inexperienc'd youth was left 
A prey to ev'ry ſnare. 


One only fault the maid — 
If that a fault we deem 

A tender, unſuſpecting breaſt, 
Too laviſh o eſteem, | 


Unvers'd in woes that others find, 
In wiles that others fear; % 

Artleſs herſelf, ſhe thought mankind © 
Were, like herſelf, ſincere, 


* 
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But ah! ere yet the luekleſs maid 


Had fifteen ſummers run, 
Her faith and honor were betray'd— 
Her virtue was undone. 


Young Henry, with ſucceſsful art, 
To win her fayor _— | 

Long pra&tis*d on her youthful heart 
And early gam'd her love. ; 


Fraught with each ſoft reſiſtleſs charm, 
With each perſuaſive pow'r, 

He ſtill'd diſoretion's kind alarm, 
And cropp'd the virgin flow'r. 


Her orphan ſtate, her tender years, 
Her pure unſpottted fame, 

Serv'd but to huſh his guilty fears, 
And fan his lawleſs flame. 


By honor's dictates unreſtrain'd, 
By faith nor juftice fway'd; 

That confidence his vows obtain'd, 
His perfidy betray d. 


So poor Eliza's hapleſs fate 
Fill'd Henry's breaſt with care; 

Nor could the vain parade of ſtate 
Protect him from deſpair. 


He ſaw the beauties once he priz'd 
All wither in aheir bloom 
By lawleſs paſſion ſacriſic . 

' *'Vatimely to the tomb. 
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For how could injur'd honor look 
Its author in the face? 

Or how could ſuff ring virtue brook 
Invective and diſgrace ? | 


No ſorrows could afford relief; 
No penitence atone 

The ſigh the gave to other's grief 
She wanted for her own. © 


The partners of her youthful years 
Unpitying her diſtreſs ; _ 

Nor kindly help'd to dry her tears, 
Nor ſtrove to make them leſs. 


Her lov'd companions turn'd away, 
To former triendſhip cold; 

And left her in affliction's day, 

Uncheriſh'd, unconſol'd. 


So ever thro' the world we find 
Each breaſt at woe recoils; 
And all the favors of mankind 


But laſt while fortune ſmiles. 
Too juſt life's guilty joys t'endure, 


Too weak its thorns to brave; 
No friend but death ſhe could procure, 
No comfort but the grave. 


Awhile ſhe Heay'n's ws ne pray'd 
For errors long confeſt; 
Then ſought the W ſhade, 
And ſilent ſunk to reſt, -S; 
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Hard-fortun'd ſex! in ev*ry ſtate, 
From cuſtom's rigid pow'r, 

Years of remorſe can't expiate 
One inadyertent hour, 


Unſkill'd in life's precarious way, 
Should love their boſoms burn, 
And yielding nature chance to tray, 

They never can return, 


In vain they with repentant ſighs 
Their ſad experience mourn z 

E'en thoſe who ought to ſympathize 
Abandon them with ſcorn. 


Say why, 7 virgins, who beſtow 
On moſt compaſſion's tear; 

The pangs alone yourſelyes may know 
You thus refuſe to chear ? 


O! rather kindly condeſcend 
To aid the drooping fair; 
Your mercy with your juſtice blend, 


And ſnatch them {rom deſpair, 


Eliza's death, when Henry heard, 
He gave a piteous groan; _ 
The cenſure of the world he fear'd, 

But more he fear'd his own. 


In vain he flew to crowds and courts, 
Guilt every bliſs deſtroys ; 

Intruded on his morning's ſports, 
And damp'd his ev'ning joys. 
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At length with conſtant grief o ercome 
With anguiſh and dil ; . 
He hied him to the lonely tomb 
Which held Eliza's clay. 


There weeping, o'er the turf-clad ground 
Of all ener tir'd, ? 


He caſt his ſtreaming eyes around, 
And mournfully expu'd. 


Thus warn'd, ye fair, with caution arm 
Gainſt man's perfidious arts; 

Since youth and ES vaialy charm, 
When honor once departs. | 


Let Hymen's facred bands nnite 
Where paſſion is declar'd ; 
Give ſanRion to-approv'd delights, 
Amd authorize regard, 


So ſhall no rankling cares annoy, 
No tears unceaſing flow! 

So ſhall you feel a mother's joy, 
Without a mother's woe. 


— ——— — . 4 


FROM THE FADED BOUQUET, 
| BY MRS. ROBINSON. F 


AIR was this bluſhing roſe of May, 
And ev'ry ſpangled leaf look"d gay ; 
Sweet was this primroſe of the dale, 
When on its native turf it grew; 
And deck'd with charms this lily pale, 
And rich this violet's purple hue. 


MODERN POEMS. 


This od'rous woodbine fill'd the grove 
With muſky gales of balmy pow'r, 

When, with the myrtle interwove, - 
It hung luxuriant round my bow'r. 


Ah, roſe ! forgive the hand ſevere, 


That ſnatch'd thee from thy ſcented bed; 
Where bow'd with many a pearly tear, 
Thy widow'd partner droops its head. 


And thou, ſweet violet, modeſt flow'r, 
O take my ſad relenting figh! / 

Nor ſtrain the breaſt whoſe glowing pow'r, 
With too much fondneſs, bade thee die. 


Sweet lily, had I never gaz'd 
With rapture on your gentle form, 


You might have died, unknown, unprais'd, 
The victim of ſome ruthleſs ſtorm. 


Inconſtant woodbine, wherefore rove 
With gadding ſtem about my bower ? 


Why, with my darling myrtle wove, 


In bold defiance mock my power ? 


Yet, yet, repine not, tho' ſtern fate 
Hath nipt thy leaves, of varying hue, 
Since all that's lovely, ſoon or late, 
Shall, ſick' ning, fade—and die like you! 
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THE SUPERANUATED HORSE TO His 
MASTER, | 


WHO HAD SENTENCED HIM TO DIE AT THE 
END OF SUMMER. | | 


AUTHOR UNKNOWN, 


0 


AE haſt thou fix'd my doom, ſweet maſter, 
ſay? | 
And wilt thou kill thy ſervant old and poor? 
A little longer let me live, I pray; N 
A little longer hobble round thy door! 


- 


For much it glads me to behold this place, 
And houſe me in this hoſpitable ſhed; 

It glads me more to ſee my maſter's face, 
Nod Yager in ths ſpot where I was bred. 


For O! to think of what we both enjoy'd, 
In my life's prime, ere I was old poor I 
Then from the jocund morn to eve employ'd, 
My gracious maſter on my back I bore. 


Thrice told ten years have danc'd on down along, 
Since firſt to thee theſe way-worn limbs I gave; 

Sweet, ſmiling years! when both of us were young, 
The kindeſt maſter, and the happieſt ſlave! 


Ah years, ſweet, ſmiling! now for-ever flown! - 
Ten years, thrice told, alas, are as a day ! 

Yet, as tog2ther we are aged grown, 
Together let us wear _ age away! 


Light were our hearts, and ey'ry ſeaſon brought | 
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For ſtill the older times are dear to thought, 
And rapture mark'd each minute as it flew ; 


* 


Pains that were ſoft, or pleaſures that were new. 


Ahl call to mind, how oft near Searing's ſtream, 
My ready ſteps were bent to yonder grove, 

Where ſhe who lov'd thee was thy tender theme, 
And J, thy more than meſſenger of love! 


. For when th doubting heart felt fond alarms, 


And throbb'd alternate with its hope ang fears 
Did I not hear thee to thy fair one's arms, 
Aﬀure tliy faith, and dry up ev'ry tear? 


And haſt thou 6x4 my doom, fweet maſter, ſay ? 


And wilt thou kill thy fervant old and poor? 


A little JIonger let me live I pray; 
A little longer hobble round thy door! 


Yet ak! in vain, in vain, for life I plead, 
If nature hath deny'd a longer date 


Still do not thou behold thy ſervant bleed, 


Tho' weeping pity has decreed his fate. 


But o, kind nature! take thy victim's life! 
End thou a ſervant, feeble, old, and poor! 
So ſhalt thou fave me from th' uptifted Knife, 


And gently ſtretch me at my maſter's door, 


— 
a 


. v 


Z 
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| | PIO 3, 
- TO A LADY-WITH A RING. 


* 


. Früh, Mary, with this ring I wen: 
So ſixteen years ago, I ſaid 
Behold another ring! * for what? 
To wed thee o'er again — hy not? 


With that ß ring I married youth, 
Grace, beauty, innocence, and truth yz 
Taſte fong admird ; ſenſe long rever'd; 
And all my Molly n appear d. 1 


If ſhe, by merit fince diſelos J,, ©. 528 

= þ Prov'd twice the woman I ſuppos dl, 

z I plead that doubled merit now, FLEE 
To jultify a double vow. 4 


Here then, to-day, (with faith as fur, 
With ardor as intenſe and pure, | 
As when amidft the rites divine 
I took thy troth, and plighted mine) 


To thee, ſweet girl, ſeeond rin 
A token and a 2 1 bring * 5 
With this I wed, till death us part, 
Thy riper virtues to my heart; 19 


Thoſe virtues whiel, before untryd, * 2 5 | 
The wife has added to the bridey ß | 
. 4 hole virtnes, whoſe progreſſiue claim, 
Endearing wedlock's very nam, ᷑ a 

p 1 2 75 
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My ſoul enjoys, my ſong approvee, 


For conſcience ſake as well as loves. 

For why ? They ſhew me hour by hour, 

Honor's high thought, affection's pow'r, 

Diſcretion's deed, found judgment's ſentence ; 
And teach me all things but REPENTANCE! 


* N 5 — 


MILITARY SONG on Tre FRENC 
CHAMPION ROLAND. 


” TRANSLATED BY DR. BURNEY» 
From bis General Hiſtory of Muſic. 


T ET ev'ry valiant ſon of Gaul 
Sing Roland's deeds, her greateſt glory, 
Whoſe name.will ſtouteſt foes appal, Mo 
And feats inſpire for future ſtory, 


Roland in childhood had no fears, 
Was full of tricks nor knew a letter, 
Which tho” it coſt his mother tears, | 
His father cried, ** fo much the better, 
c We'll have him for a ſoldier bred, 
« His ſtrength and courage let us nouriſh, 
« Tf bold the heart tho' wild the head, | 
« In war he'll but the better flouriſh.”? 
Let e' ry, &c. 


Roland arriv'd at man's eſtate, | 
Prov'd that his father well admoniſh'd, | 
For then his proweſs was fo great bt 0 | 


That all the werld became aftoniſh'd, 46% M\ 


FI ſquadrons, he could break, 
And ſingly give them ſuch a beating, 


That ſeeing him, whole armies quake, x 


And nothing think of but n. 
Let ev'ry, &c. 


In fingle combat *twas the ſame ; 
To him all foes were on a level, 
For ev'ry one he overcame 
If giant, ſorc' rer, monſter, devil. 


His arm no danger e'er could ſta y, 


Nor was the goddeſs fortune fickle, 
For if his foe he did not {lays | F 
He left him in. a rueful pickle. 
Let ev'ry, &c. 


In ſcaling walls with higheſt 
He firit the ladder fix d, a 4 
Let him, my boys our model be, 
Who men or perils never counted. 
At night with ſcouts he watch would keep, 
With heart more gay than one in milliony 
Or elfe on knapſack ſounder fleep, 8. 85 


Than Gen' raf in his proud villion. | 
Let ev'ry, &c. 2 x 
On ſtubborn foes he 3 ; 


And laid about him like a Tartarz - _. 
But if for once they eak' d, a 


He was the firſt to grant t , | 


The battle won, of Roland's ſoul 
Each milder virtue took poſſeſſi nm 
To vanquiſh'd foes he, o'er a bowl; 2 
His heart — at e 25s: 1 
Let er ry, &c 41 
13 
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When-aſk'd why Frenchmen wield the brand, 
And dangers new each day ſolicit, 
He ſaid *tis Charlemagne's command, 
To whom our duty is implicit : 
His minifters and choſen few, = 
No doubt, have weigh'd theſe things in-private, 
Let us his enemies ſubdue | ; | 
Tis all that ſoldiers e*er ſhould drive at. 
Let ev'ry, &c. A 


* 


Roland like chriſtian true would live, 
Was ſeen at maſs, and in proceſſion; 
And freely to the poor would give, 
Nor did he always ſhun conteſſion. 
But biſhop Turpin had decreed * | 
(His counſel in each weighty matter) 
That *twas a good and pious deed 
His country's foes to drub and ſcatter, 
Let ev'ry, &c. 


At table Roland ever gay, | 
Would eat, and drink, and laugh, and raile, 
But all was in a prudent way 
On days of guard, or eve of battle. 
For ſtill to king and country true 

He held himfelf their conſtant debtor, 
And only drank in ſeaſon due, 

When to tranſact he'd nothing better. 

Let ev'ry, &c, 


To captious blades he ne'er would bend, 
Who quarrels ſought on ſight pretences, 

Tho'ꝰ he, to ſacial joys a friend, 1 2 

Was flow to give or take offences. 


None e' er had cauſe his arm to dread, 
But thoſe who wrong'd his prince, or nation, | 
On whom, whene'er to combat led, 
He dealt out death and devaſtation, | 
Let ev'ry, &c, 


1 Roland too much ador'd the fair, | 
% From whom e' en heroes are defenceleſs, 
x And by a queen of beauty rare, 
He all at once was render'd ſenſeleſs, 
One hapleſs morn ſhe left the knight, 
Who, when he miſs'd her, grew quite mnie, 
Our pattern let him be in fight: -* 
His love was ſomewhat too romantic, 
Let ev'ry, &c. 


His mighty uncle, Charles the Great, 


Who Rome's imperial ſcepter wielded, : 
Both early dignity and ſtate 
With high command to Roland yielded. 
Yet tho' a General, Count, and Peer, 
Roland's kind heart all pride could ſmother, 
y For each brave man from van to rear, 
He treated like a friend and brother, 
Let ev'ry, &c. 
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EXTRACT FRx0M EDWIN AND «> ELTRUDA, 
A Lrcenpary Por: 


BY M1SS HELEN WILLIAMS, E 7 
Tp eaſy in her looks to trace 2 
An emblem of her mind : ig 
There dwelt each mild attractive grace, 

Each gentle grace combin d. 


2 
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Soft as the dews of morn ariſe, 
And on the pale flow'r gleam, 

So ſoft, ſo fweet, her melting eyes 
With loye and pity beam, 


As far retir'd the lonely flow'r 
Smiles in the fone rale, 

And blows, its balm Greats to pour 
Upan the flying --— 


So liv'd in ſolitude unſeen 
This 8 ecrlefs maid ! 


So ſweet 1 
And bloſſom 'd in the ſhade. b 


Vet love could pierce the lone receſs, 
For there he loves to dwell ; 


He ſcorns the noiſy crowd to bleſs, 


And feeks the lowly cell: 


There only his reſiſtleſs dart 


In all its 2 


His. empire each willing heart; 


They live to love alone, 
Edwin, of ey*ry grace pofleſs'd 


--— Fiſt t * to prove 


That gentleſt paſſion of the breaſt, 
To feel the pow'r of love. 


Tho' few the paſtures he poſſeſs'd, 
'Fho” ſcanty was his ſtore, 


Tho' wealth ne'er fwell'd his hoarded chelt, 


Edwin _ beaſt of mooet 


L 


1 


— — I 
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' Edwin could boaſt the lib'ral mind, 


The gen'rous ample heart; 
And ev'ry virtue heav'n inclin'd, 


Or bounty could impart. 


The maxims of this ſervile age, 
The mean, the felfiſh care, 
The ſordid views that now engage 


The mercenary pair, 


W hom riches can unite or part, : 
To them was all unknownz  -+-« 

For them the ſympathetic heart 
Was link'd by love alone. 


They little knew that wealth had pow'r 
o make the conſtant rove; | 
They little knew the ſplendid dow'r 
Could add a bliſs to love. 
They little knew the human breaſt 
Could pant for ſordid ore; 
Or, of a faithful heart poſſeſs'd, 
Could ever wiſh for more. . 


— 89 
1 © v 5 


His heart to love inclin'c 
Not leſs he felt the laſting charms, 
The beauties of her mind. og 


And tho? her peerleſs 1 warms *. 
; 


Not leſs his gentle ſoul approv'd 
The virtues glowing there; 


For ſurely virtue, to be loy'd, 4 * 


Needs only to appear. f . 


"Herb loy'd 
Her hoarjs when 15 re ; 
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The ſyedts 6f dear dome ſtie bliſs vr 
Each 2 hour 1 dz 

And medk-eye'd hope ma peace 
On the lone mankaty fmil'd. 


Oft* o'er the daify-ſprinkled med 
They wanger'd far away, 

Some lambku to the fold to leads 
That haply chane'd to ſtray. 


For the bruis'd inſet as it fe 
Her ſoft tear trembling hong. 


As roving o'er the flow'ry waſte 
A ſigh would heave — breaſt, 
The while her _ hand re-plac'd 
Thelinnet's falling neſt, N 


Then would the ſeek the vernal bow rg - 


And haſte with tender care 
To nurſe ſome pale declming flow'r, 
Some op'ning bloſſom rear. : 


And oft with eager ſtep ſhe flies _ 


0 _ the lonely cot, 2 
Whe widow pours her fighs, 
And —_— her hapleſs lot. 


he ning mother's trembling knees 
Her liſping infants claſp z 5 


Their much lice loak ſhe ſees 
phe feels their tender graſp. re 


= 
F 
* 
7 
| 
7 


* 
| 


To ſaoth the mourner” 8 


Wild throbs her aching boſom ſwell 
They mark the burſting figh— © © 

Mature has form'd the (Sal to feel) 

They weep, unknowing Why | 


Her hands the lib'ral boon impart, 
And much her tear avails | 
Where feeble utt*'rance fails, | 


On the pale check where bun the tear 
Of agonizing 
She bids the guſh h of N, chere, 


The tear 


If greater ere to impart 


She e'er would heay'n molem, 
Twas only that her ample heart 
Still panted to do more. 


Thus ſoft the gliding moments an 
9 love would court their ſtay) 
While ſome new virtue roſe to views 
And mark'd each fleeting day. 


Peace, long condemn” q w = 470 wan, 


- Like the poor wand*ring 
Here ſoftly reſting found a home, 25 
And wilh'd no more to rove. 


The youthful poet's ce dream 
Of youthful age 
The Muſe's fond ay? ar Wal 


Was realiz'd at laſt! nor » 
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LINES BY A LADY, 


On obſerving ſome White Hai rs on ber Lover's Head. 


AUTHOR UNKNOWN. 


HOU, to whoſe power reluctantly we bend, 
Fot to life's fairy dreams, relentleſs time, 
Alike the dread of lover and of friend, 
Why ſtamp thy ſeal on manhood's roſy prime? 
Already twining, midſt my Thyrlis' hair, 
The ſnowy wreaths of age, the monument: of care. 


'Thro? all her forms tho* nature owns thy ſway, 
That boaſted ſway thou'lt here exert in vain 
To the laſt beam of life's declining day, 
Thyrſis ſhall view, unmov'd, thy potent reign, 
Secure to pleaſe, while goodneſs knows to charm, 
Fancy and taſte delight, or ſenſe and truth inform. 


Tyrant, when from that lip of crimſon glow, 

- Swept by thy chilling wing, the roſe ſhall fly; 

When thy rude ſcythe indents his poliſh'd brow, 
And quench'd is all the luſtre of his eye; 

When ruthleſs age diſperſes ev ry grace, 


Each ſmile that beams from that enchanting face; 


Then thro? her ſtores ſhall active memory rove, 
Teaching each various charm to bloom anew 
And ſtill the raptur'd eye of faithful love 
Shall bend on Thyrſis its delightful view ;_ 
Still ſhall he triumph, with reſiſtleèſs pow'r, 
Still rule the conquer'd heart to life's remoteſt hour. 
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ADDRESS To Tre SHADE or THOMSON, 
On crowning bis Buſt with a Wreath of Bays. 
BT THE LATE ROBERT BURNS. 


WEL virgin ſpring by Eden's flood 
Unfolds her tender mantle green 
2 Or pranks the ſod in frolic mood, 

Or tunes Eolian ſtrains between: 


While ſummer, with a matron grace, 

| Retreat to Dryburgh's cooling ſhade, 
3 | Yet oft' delighted, ſtops to trace 

The progreſs of the ſpiky blade: 


n. 

m, While autumn, benefactor kind, 

' By Tweed erects her aged head, 
And ſees with ſelf-approving mind 
Each creature on her bounty fed: 

35 

15 While maniac winter rages o'er 


The hills whence claſſic Yarrow flows, 
Rouſing the turbid torrent's roar, | 
Or ſweeping wild a waſte of ſnows : 


So long, ſweet Poet of the year, 
Shall bloom that wreath thou well haſt won, 

While Scotia, with exulting tear, 
Proclaims that T 8 was her ſon. 
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_ 


- POOR MARY, THE MAID OF THE INN, 
BY ME, SOUTHEY, 


HO is ſhe, the poor maniac, whoſe wildly 
y fix'd eyes 
Seem a heart overcharg'd to expreſs ? 
She weeps not, yet often and deeply the ſighs; 
She never complains, but her filence implies 
The compoſure of ſettled diſtreſs. 


No aid, no compaſſion the maniac will ſeek, 
Cold and hanger awake not her care: 
Thro' the rags do the winds of the winter blow 
bleak © | 
On her poor wither'd boſom, half bare, and her 
cheek | | | N 
Has the deathly pale hue of deſpair. 


Yet chearful and happy, nor diſtant the day, 

Poor Mary the maniac has been; 
The, trav*ller remembers who journey*d this way, 
No damſel fo lovely, no damſel fo gay, 5 

As Mary, the Maid of the Inn. | 


Her chearful addreſs fill'd the gueſts with delight, 

As ſhe welcom'd them in with a ſmile : 

Her heart was a ſtranger to childiſh affriglit, 

And Mary weuld walk by the Abbey. at vight, 
When the wind whiſtled down the dark aiſle. 
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She loy'd, and young Richard had ſettled the day, 
And ſhe hop'd to be happy for life; 
But Richard was idle and worthleſs, and they 


Who knew him would pity poor Mary, and 2 
That ſhe was too good for his wife. 


»Twas in autumn, and ſtormy and dark was the 


night, 

And fat were the windows __ Sore 1 
Two gueſts (at enjoying the at burnt bright, 
And 4 fn oaking in ſilence, with tranquil delight, 

They liſten'd to hear the wind roar, 


0 Tis r cried one, . ſeated by the fre: 
, fide, d 
«© To hear the wind whiſtle without.?” 
« A fine night for the abbey, his comrade reply” 
+ Methinks a man's courage wy now be w 
c tried; 
40 Who ſhould wander the ruins about. 


"FD 


7 myſelf, like. a (hool- , ſhould cremble 0 | 


« hear 

The hoarſe ivy ſhake over my head ; 15 

& And could fancy i ſaw, half perſuaded by Ghar, 
& Some ugly old abbot's white ſpirit appear, 

For this wind migbt awaken the dead. 2 


« ru = r a dinner,“ the other one cried,” = 
at Mary would venture there now !** 


Then wager * loſe !** with a ſneer he reply 4; | 


„III warrant ſhe'd N ghoſt by her ſide, 
4% And faint if ſhe ſaw a white cow.“ 
K 2 


. 


— 
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« Will Mary this charge on her courage allow?“ 
His companion exclaim'd with a (mile 
6 J ſhall win, for I know ſhe will venture there now, 
And earn a new bonnet by bringing a bough 
« From the alder that grows in the aiſle.” 


With fearleſs good humour did Mary comply, 
And her way to the abbey ſhe bent ; 

The night it was dark, and the wind it was high, 

And as hollowly howling it ſwept thro* the ſky, 
She ſhiver'd with cold as ſhe went. 


O'er the path, ſo well known, ſtill proceeded the 
mai 0 
Where the abbey roſe dim on the ſight ; 
Thro' the gateway ſhe enter*d, ſhe felt not afraid, 
Yet the ruins were lonely and wild, and their ſhade 
Seem'd to deepen the gloom of the night. 


All around her was ſilent, ſave when the rude blaft 
Howl'd diſmally round the old pile; 79 
Over weed-cover'd fragments ſtill fearleſs ſhe paſs'd, 
And arriv'd at the innermoſt ruin at laſt | 
Where the alder-tree grew in the aiſle, 


Well pleas'd did ſhe reach it, and quickly drew near, 
nd haſtily gather'd the bough ;. „ 
When the found. of a voice ſeem'd to riſe on her ear— 
She paus'd, and ſhe liſten'd, all eager to hear, 
And her heart panted fearfully now, 


Vy 
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The wind blew, the hoarſe ivy ſhook over her head : 
She liſten:d—nought elſe — ſhe hear. 
The wind ceas'd, her heart ſunk in her boſom wide 
- — read 12 
For ſhe heard in the ruins diſtinctly the read 

Of footſteps approaching her near. ; 


Behind a wide column, half breathleſs with frar, © 
She crept. to conceal herſelf there:  - 

That.inſtant the moon &er a dark cloud ſhone clexr 

And ſhe ſaw, in the moon-light two rufkans appear 
And between them a corpſe did they bear, 


Then Mary could feel her heart-blood curdled cold! 
Again the rough wind hurried b)-- 
It blew off the hat of the one, and behold !. 


Even cloſe to the feet of poor 1 it AS 2 
She fell —and expected to die. ö 8 


« Curſe the hat!“ he exclaims z 7 nay come on; 
«and firſt hide | 
© The dead body,” his comrade replies 
She beheld them in ſafety paſs on by her ſide, 
She ſeizes the hat, fear her courage ſupplied, *. 
And faſt thro' the abbey the flies, __ + 


She 2 wih wild pred, ſhe — in at the door, 
gaz d horribly eager around 
Then berth limbs — ſupport their faint burthen 
no more, 
And 1 and-breathleſs the fopk: on _ FR 
Unable:80 utter ia ſound. | 


v. 


Not far 
- The tray'ler beholds it, and thinks with a ſigh 
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Ere yet her pale lips could the ſtory impart, 


For a moment the hat met her view; 
Her eyes from that obje$t convulſively ſtart, | 
F * God! what cold horror thrill'd thro* her 

cart TP - Y + 
When the name of her Richard ſhe knew. 


Where the old abbey ſtands, on the common hard by, 
His 2 is now to be ſeen, | . 
m the inn it engages the eye, 


Of poor Mary the Maid of the Inn, 


— — — 


To A LADY wHo REFUSED TO ACCEPT OF A 
KNIFE FROM THE WRITER. 


SAID TO BE WRITTEN BY MR. SHERIDAN, © 


gt Knife, dear girl! cuts love, they ſay; 
Mere modiſh love perhaps it may, 
For any tool, of any kind, | 
Can ſep'rate what was never join'd. 
The knife that cuts our love in two, 
Will have much tougher work to do; 
Muſt cut your ſoftneſs, worth and ſpirit, 
' Down to the vulgar ſize and merit. 
To level your's with modern taſte 
Muſt cut a world of ſenſe to waſte, 
And from your ſingle beauty's ſtore 
Chip what would — out a ſcore. 
The ſelf ſame blade from me muſt ſever 


— I ———Q — —— 


: 
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All mem'ry of endearments paſt ; - ; 
All hopes of comfort long to laſt ; 
All that makes fourteen years with you 
T A ſummer—and a ſhort one too; 
All that affection feels and fears, | 
When hours, without you, ſeem like years 
Till that be done (and I'd as ſoon 
7 Believe this knife would cut the moon) 
1 Accept my preſent undeterr'd, 
And leave all proverbs to tlie herd. 
If in a kiſs (delicious treat) 
Vour lips acknowledge the receipt, 
Love, fond of ſuch ſubſtantial fare, 
And fond to play the glutton there, 
8 All thoughts of cutting will diſdain, 
A Save only cut, and come again, 


—ä— — 
VERSES on THE DEATH or MISS MARIA. 
| BRADSHAW, © | 


AN AMIABLE YOUNG LADY, WHO DIED i THE 
TWENTY-THIRD YEAR OF HER AGE, | 


— 


BY MRS, MOODY. 


(TER ſacred muſe, thine aid ſupply ; 
Come chaſe the tear from ſorrow's.eye, 
Inſcribe yon urn with ſoothing rhyme, 

Where youth lies mould'ring in its-prime. 

: Tho' death thus fades that virgin bloom, 

| And bids it wither in the tomb; 1 

The gloomy path her ſteps have trod. 
Conducts Maria to her Gd. 


* 


e 
— _——— 


* 
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„ Behold your angel ſiſter ſtands © 
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On ſeraph wings religion came, 
To ſtrengthen nature's feeble frame; 


* Submiſhon in her hand ſhe led, 


Reſign'd Maria bow'd her head. 


Support, each heay'n-born virtue gave : 


To guide her thro the dreary grave; 
Each. chriſtian grace prepared the way, 
And turn'd its darkneſs into day, | 


Angels, impatient with defire 
'To join her to her ſainted choir, 
Watch'd the pale miniſter of death, 


And eager caught her parting breath, 


Methinks-thus chants the heavenly train; 
Maria dead - now lives again. T8 

& Trace her ye mourners in the ſky, 

& Enrob'd with immortality. 

Exalted there by. faith and truth, +. - - - + 


t Tn radiance of celeſtial youth; 
& With harp ſymphonious in her hands, 


. =» 


—— — —— — 
BY MRS. ROBINSON. 


a 1 chilling gale that nips the roſe, | 


Now murm'ring ſinks to ſoft repoſt z 
The ſhadowy vapours ſail away, - 
Upon the faly'ry floods of day; 


Health breathes on ev'ry face 1 ſee, vor ih 


But, ah! ſhe breathes no more on me! 


The oodbine wafts in odours meek, - 
To kiſs the roſe's glowing cheek; 
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Pale twilight ſheds her vagrant ſhow'rs | 
To wake Aurora's infant flow'rs: _ 
May ſmiles on ev*ry face I ſee, 


But, ah! ſhe ſmiles no more on me 


Perchance, when youth's delicious bloom 
Shall fade unheeded in the tomb, 

Fate may direct a daughter's eye 

To where my mould'ring reliques lie; 
And, touch'd by ſacred ſympathy, 

That eye may drop a tear for me! 


Betray'd by love; of hops bereft ; 
No gentle gleam of comfort left; 
Bow'd by the hand of ſorrow low; 

No pitying friend to weep my woe; 

Save her, who, ſpar'd by heav*n's decree, 
Shall live to ſigh, and think on me! 


Oh! I would wander where no ray 
Breaks thro* the gloom of doubtful day; 
There would I court the wintry hour, 
'The unf rig dawn, the midnight ſhow'r; 
For cold and comfortleſs ſhall 

Each future ſcene—ordain'd for me! 


— —— — 


ON THE DEITY. 
BY MRS. BARBAU LD. 


Read God's awful name emblazon'd high & 


With golden letters on th” illumin'd ſky ; 


Nor leſs the myſtic characters 1 ſee 
Wrought in each flow'r, inſcrib'd on ey*ry tree x 
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In ev'ry leaf that trembles to the breeze 
I hear the voice of God among the trees. 
With thee in ſhady ſolitude I walk, 
With thee in buſy crowded cities talk ; 

In ev'ry creature own thy forming pow'r, 


In each event thy providence adore, 


Thy hopes ſhall animate my drooping ſoul, 
Thy precepts guide me, and thy fear controul-; 
Thus mall! reſt, unmov'd by all alarms, 
Secure within the temple of thine arms, 
From anxious cares, from gloomy terrors free, 


And feel myſelf omnipotent in thee. 


Then when the laſt, the cloſing hour draws nigh, 
And earth recedes before my ſwimming eye; 
When trembling on the doubtful edge of fate, 

I ſtand and ſtretch my view to either ſtate; s 
Teach me to quit this tranſitory ſcene 

With decent triumph, and a look ſerenez 
Teach me to fix my ardent hopes on high, 

And having liv'd to thee, in thee to die. 


f 


—— — = 


TRANSLATION or a POEM or HALLER; 
FROM CURIOSITIES OF LITERATURE, &c. 


H! woods for ever dear, whoſe branches ſpread 
Their verdant arch o'er Haſel's breezy head, 

When ſhall T once again, ſupinely lad. 
Hear Philomela charm your fun ning ſhade z 

When ſhall I ſtretch my careleſs limbs again, 

Where, gently riſing from the velvet plain, 


- 
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The moſſy carpet nature's hands extend, 

Where al is Hlent: fave the gales that move 

The leafy umbrage of the whiſp'ring grove ; 

Or the ſoft murmurs of the riv' let's wave, 
Whole chearing ſtreams the lonely meadows lave. 


O heat'n I when ſhall once more theſe eyes be caſt 
On ſcenes where all my ſpring of life was paſs d, 
Where oft reſponſive to the fallen rill, 33-1 
Sylvia and love my artleſs lays would fill, & 
While zephyr's fragrant breeze, ſoft breathing, ſtole/ 
A pleafing fadnefs o'er my penſive ſoul. & 
b, Care, and her ghaftly train, were far away; 


While calm, beneath the ſhelt'ring woods, I lay 
Mid ſhades, impervious to the beams of day. 


Here - ſad reverſe! from ſcenes of pleaſure far, 
I wage with ſorrow unremitting war: 1 
Oppreſs'd with grief, my ling'ring moments flow, 
Nor aught of joy, or aught of quiet know. 
Far from the ſeenes that gave my being birth, 
From parents far, an outcaſt of the earth! | 
In youth's warnr hours, from each reſtriction free, 
Left to myſelf in dang'rous liberty. 1 


0 TIP RE VII On Ronen — 
— — 


N. 5 
Nou pale diſeaſe ſhoots thro* my languid frame, ! 
And checks the zeal for wiſdom and for fame. | 

id Now droops fond hope, by diſappointment croſs'd, 

Chill'd by neglect, each fanguine” wiſh is doft; 4, ' 

O'er the weak mound ſtern ocean's billows ride 

And waft deſtruction in with ev'ry tide; 

Wie Mars, deſcending from his crimfon car, 

Fans with fierce hands the kindling flames. of War. 
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Her gentle aid let conſolation lend ; r.. 
All human evils haſten to thine end. | 


Paſt ills enhance the comforts of repoſe. _ 
He who ne'er felt the preſſure of diſtreſs, . 
Ne'er felt returning pleaſure's keen exceſs. of 
Time, who affliftion bore on rapid wing, 

My panting heart to happineſs may bring. 

I, on my native hills, may yet enhale - 

The purer influence of the ambient gale. 

Ah! ſcenes of early joy! ab! much lov'd ſhades! 


| | Ine ftorm abates at ev'ry guſt it blows ; 


4 Soon may my footſteps tread your vernal glades, 


Ah! ſhould kind heav'n permit me to explore 
Your ſeats of ſtill tranquillity once more ! 

E'en now to fancy's viſionary eye, | 
Hope ſhews the flatt'ring hour of tranſport nigh, 
Blue ſhines the æther when the ſtorm is paſs d; 
And calm repoſe ſucceeds to ſorrow's blaſt, 
Flouriſh, ye ſcenes of ever new delight! 

Wave wide your branches to my raptur'd ſight! 
While, ne'er to roam again, my wearied feet 
Seek the kind refuge of your calm retreat. 


Fans 


THE ROSE. 


BY cow. 1 

HE Roſe had been waſh'd, juſt walli in 3 
fſhow'r, 3 
Which Mary to Anna d 


T, 
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The plentiful moiſture encumber'd the flow 
And weigltd down its beautiful head. 


4 
» * 
- 


es! 


ls, 


* 


9 | 
The cup was all fill'd, and the leaves were all wet, 


As it ſeem'd. to a fanciful view, 
To weep for the buds it had left, with regret, © 
On the flouriſhing buſh where it grew, | 


I haſtily ſeiz'd it, unfit as it was 
For a noſegay, ſo dripping and drown'd ; 
And ſwinging it rudely too rudely—alas !. 
1 ſnapp'd it—it fell tothe ground. _ 


And fuch, I exclaim'd, is the pitileſs part 
Some 2 by the delicate mind, 

Regardleſs of wringing and breaking a heut, 
Already to ſorrow reſign d. 2 


This elegant roſe, had I ſhaken it leſs, 
Might have bloom'd with its owner awhile— 


And the tear that is wip'd, with a little addreſs, - 


May be follow'd perhaps with a ſmile. 


— ͤ ͤ—— — 


TO A YOUNG MAN ENTERING THE _ 


WORLD. 
BY CHARLOTTE SMITH. 


O, now, ingenuous youth ! The trying hour 

Is Ge: the world demands Une hw 
© ... ſhould'ſt go * Ka 
To ave life: there titles, wealth and pow'r, 
May all be purchas'd—yet I joy to know 


Thou wilt not pay their price. The baſe controul 


Of petty deſpots in their gms reign 
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Already haſt thou fel; and high diſdain 

Of tyrants is im ape on thy ſoul— "I 
Not where mifta ory in the field 

Rears her red — 1 thou ever found; 

But, againſt proud oppreſſion raiſe the ſhield * 
Of patriat daring—ſo ſhalt hou renown'd = 
For the beſt virtues #ve ; or, that denied, 
May'ſt die as. Hampden, or as Syduey died? 


THE UNFORTUNATE FAIR. 
BY ROBERT SOUTHEY. 


ARD by the road where, on that litt le mand, 
The high graſs ruſtles to the breeze, 
The child of miſery refts her head in peace. 
Pauſe there in ſadneſs. That unhallow'd ground 
Inſhrines what once was Iſabel. Sleep on, | 
— on, poor onteaſt !—Lovely was thy —_ 
thy mild eye was eloquent to ſpeak | 
The ſoul * pity. and woe begone, 
Soon did thy fair cheek fade, and thine eye weep. 
The tear of anguiſh for the babe — b 
The helpleſs heir of poverty aud corn. 
She ran © — ere that chill'd ber ſoul to 


Pe — the big drop from mine eye, 
wiaa le th proud Levite ſcowls, and palles Wl 
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TO MY OWN MINIATURE PICTURE. 
TAKEN AT TWO YEARS OF AGE. - 


BY ROBERT SOUTHEY. 


cheek 3 


Was mine; thoſe pleaſure ſparkling eyes, that brow, 


Smooth as the level lake, when not a breeze 
Dies o'er the fleeping furface! Twenty years 
Have wrought ſtrange alteration of the friends 
Who once Þ dearly priz d this miniature, 
And lov'd it for its Iikeneſs, Tome are gone 
To their laſt home; and ſome, etrang' in heart, 
Beholding me with quick averted glance, 

Paſs on the other 6 3 but fill theſe hues 
Remain unalter*d, and theſe features wear 
The look of infaucy and innocence. , 
I ſearch-myſelf in vain, and find no trace 
Of what I was: thoſe lightly arching lines, _ 
Dark and o'erhanging now; and that mild face 
Settled in theſe ſtrong lineam ent? 


—— — ¶ | F A 
ON AURELIA'S BLUs NCS. 
| AUTHOR UNKNOWN. 
AV, gentle ſpirit! haſt thou ſeen, 
When the tun darts o'er ocean low, 


And ſudden burſts on heav'n's wide ſcene, + 
The warm, the rearing glo- 
| 2 


ND I was once like this! That glowing 
a 


k 
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Say, haſt thou ſeen the opal white, 

Firſt when no ray its breaſt illumes, 
Then flaſhing on ſome rapid light, 

What blooming brilliance it aſſumes ? _ 


And haſt thou ſeen an ebon cloud, 
From which the rainy torrents flow, 
When Phoebus caſts away his ſhroud, 
- Gleam with the orience of the bow? 


And haſt thou ſeen, when turtles coo, 
Their varying boſoms ſwiftly fluſh ? 

Shoot from the pale and duſky blue, 
To A boundleſs bluſh ? 


O! if thou haſt, thou'lt gueſs the grace, 
The rich ſuffuſion, beaming light, 
When on Aurelia's lovely face, 


ue bluſh firſt kindles to the fight. 
— — —  —— 


THE FOREST BOY. 
BY CHARLOTTE SMITH. 


TO all the lads of the plough or the fold, 
Beſt eſteem'd by the ſober and good, 
Was Will of the woodlands ; and often the old 
Would tell of his frolics, for active and bold 
Was William, the boy of the wood. . 


Vet gentle was he, as the breath of the May, 
And when ſick and declining was laid, 
'The woodman his father, young William away * 
Would go to the foreſt to labour all day, 

And perform his hard taſk in his ſtead. 
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And when his poor father, the foreſter, died, 
And his mother was ſad, and alone, | 
He toil'd from the dawn, and at ev'ning he hied, _ * 
In ſtorm or in ſnow, or whate*'er might betide, | 
To ſupply all her wants from the town. 


One neighbour they had on the heath, to the welt, 
And no other the cottage was near, . 

But ſhe would ſend Phoebe, the child ſhe loy'd beſt, 

To ſtay with the widow, thus ſad and diſtreft, 
Her hours of dejection to cheer, \ | 


As the buds of wild roſes, the cheeks of the maid 


Were juſt tinted with youth's y_ hue, 8 
Her form like the aſpen, wild graces difplay'd, 
And the eyes, over which her luxuriant locks ſtray d, 

As the ſkies of the fummer were blu?! 


® £4 
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At the town was à market and now for ſupplies, 
Such as needed her humble abode, - 
Yeung Wilions iam went forth; and his mother wich 
ighs | bh, 
Watch'd long at the window, with tears in her eyes, 
Till he turn'd thro” the fields, to the road. 


Then darkneſs came on; and ſhe heard with affright 
The wind ev'ry moment more high | 
She look d from the door; not. {its out its light, 
But the tempeſt redoubled the gloom of the night, - 
And the rain pour d 1 from the K. 

7 3 | 


And it ſeem'd as each 
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Theclock in her cottage now mournfully told 
The hours, that went heavily on; 
*T was midnight; her ſpirits ſunk hopeleſs and cold, 
blaſt of wind fearfully told, 
That long, long, would her William be gone. 


Then heart-ſick and cold, to her ſad bed ſhe crept, 
Vet firſt made up the fire in the room 
To guide his dark ſteps ; but ſhe liſten d and wept, 
Or if for a moment, 2 etful ſhe ſlept, 
Soon ſhe ſtarted—and thought he was come. 


*Twas morn; and the wind with a hoarſe ſullen 
moan | 
Now ſeem'd dying away in the wood, | 
When the poor wretched mother ſtill drooping, alone, 
Beheld on the threſhold a figure unknown, a 
In gorgeous apparel who ſtood. 


ce Your ſon is a ſoldier,” abruptly cried he, 
4 And a place in our corps has obtain'd ; 
& Nay, be not caſt down; you perhaps may ſoon ſee 
&« Your William a captain! he now ſends by me 
& The purſe he already has gain'd.“ 1 


So William entrapp'd, twixt perſuaſion and force, 
Is embark'd for the iſles of the Weſt; 

But he ſeem'd to begin with ill omens his courſe, 

And felt recollection, regret, and remorſe, 
Continually weigh on his breaſt. 


With uſeleſs entance he eagerly ey' d | 

'The coaſt Lis» faded from view, 
And ſaw the green hills, on whoſe northernmaſt fide 
Was his own 1 home: and he falter'd and cried, 


« Adieu! ah! for ever adieu! 


de, 


de 
d, 


In the lone village church- yard, the chancel-wall 


The pain of her bo 
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« Who, now, m mother, thy life ſhall ſuſtain, - 
te Since thy fon has thus left thee forlorn ? | 
« Ah! canſtthou forgive me? And not in thepain 
«« Of this cruel deſertion, of William complain, 
« And lament that he ever was born? 


« Sweet Phoebe !—if ever thy lover was dear; 
« Now forſake not the cottage of woe; 

“But comfort my mother, and quiet her fear, 

« And help her to dry up the vain fruitleſs tear, 
* That too long for my abſence will flow. 


« Yet what if my Phoebe another ſhould wed, 
« And lament her loft William no more? 
The thought was too cruel ; and anguiſh now ſped 
The dart of diſeaſe— with the brave num'rous dead 
He has falPn on the plague-tainted ſhore, 


near, 
High graſs now waves over the ſſ 
Where the mother of William, vaable to bear 
His loſs, who to her widow'd heart was ſo dear, 
Has both him and her ſorrows forgot 


By the brook, where it winds thro' the wood of 
Arbeal; 
Or amid * deep foreſt, to moan, 
The poor wand Phœbe will filently teal; 
bofom no reaſon can heal, 


And ſhe loves to indulge it alone. 


Her ſenſes are injur'd ; her eyes dim with tears „ 
* She ſits by the — and weaves 8 
5 — 2 inſt her dear William appears 
— * thleſsly liſtens, and fancies ſhe hears . 
11 2 in the enn d leaves. 
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Ab fock are the mi'ries to which ye give birth 

Ye ftatefnen! ne'er dreading a 

Who from pictur d ſaloon, or dhe bright ſculptur d 
hearth, | 


Difperſe defolation and death through the earth, 
hen ye let looſe the demons of war. 


- 


10 A FRIEND ON HIS MARRIAGE. 


BY * AUTHOR OF 'THE PLEASURES OF . 
: MEMORY, 


N thee, bleſt youth, a father's hand confers 
The maid thy earlieſt, fondeſt wiſhes knew. 
Each ſoft enchantment of the ſoul is'her's: * 
 Thine be the joys to firm attachment due. 


As on ſhe moves with Ir grace, 


She wins aſſurance from his ſoothing voice z 
And, with a Jook the pencil could not trace, - 


Smiles thro? her bluſhes, and confirms the choice, |. 


Spare the fine tremors of her feeling frame! 
To thee ſhe turns —forgive a virgin's fears l 
To thee ſhe turns with ſureſt, tendereſt claim; RE 


Weakneſs that charms, reluftance that endears 


At each reſponſe the ſacred rite requires, 
From her full boſom burſts the unbidden figh 3 


A ſtrange myſterious awe the ſcene inſpires ; 
And on ler bps the — accents s te; 


=. 
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O'er her fair face what wild emotions play ! 

What lights and ſhades in ſweet contuſion blend! 
Soon ſhall they fly, glad harbi of day, 

And ſettled ſunſtune on her ſoul deſcend ! 


Ah ſoon, thine own confeſt, ecſtatic thought! 
That hand ſhall ſtrew each flinty path with 
flow'rs ; 
And thoſe blue eyes, with mildeſt luſtre fraught, 
Gild the calm current of domeſtic hours! 2 


; | 


SONNET TO MELANCHOLY. 
N * e 
BY CHARLOTTE SMITH. 


* 


A Autumn ſpreads her ev'ning 
veil, 

And the grey miſts from theſe dim waves ariſe, 

I love to liſten to the hollow ſighs - 

Thro' the half leafleſs wood that breathes the gale, 
For at fuch hours the ſhadowy phantom, pale, 

Oft ſeems to glide before the poet's eyes; 

Strange ſounds are heard, and mournful melodies, 
As of night-wand'rers, who their woes bewail. 
Here, by his native ſtream, at ſuch an hour, 

Pity's own OrwaAr, I methinks could meet, | 

nd hear his deep ſighs ſwell the ſadden'd wind. 
Oh Melancholy !—ſuch thy magic power, 
That to the foul thoſe * are often ſweet, 
And ſoothe the penſive viſtonary mind, * | 


— 
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On thee, O wretched man, my thought was turn d 
For thee th* involun 


Saw a cryſtal ſtream glide ſwiftly by, 


ANONYMOUS. 


* 


- And many a bubble on its breaſt it bore, 
Which quickly burſting, vaniſh'd from my eye, 


And 


cely was. created, ere no more. 


ev'ry tint was fled 


1 üs the weſtern ſky with gold o*erſpread, 
- Glowing with purple and with crimſon bright; . 
A minute paſs' d and 


_ - 


And loſt, and blended with oblivious Night. 


tear did flow ; 


Thy fleeting happineſs I inly mourn'd , 
by fad 


For ah! 


Life's faireſt views are but an airy dream, | 
Frail as the tranſient cloud, or le on the ſtream, 
7 I —— ———— ¼ | 


ry wo honeſt tradeſmen, 


THREE BLACK CROWS. 


experience well I know, 


BY Mz. BYROMs - 


1 One took the other, briſkly, by the hand 
Hark-ye, faid he, 'tis an odd 


About the crows -I don't know what it is, 


this 


: 
- 
« 


14 


— 


* 


A 


5 'Y .* 


meeting in the Strand d, 


"Ss 


Replied his friend No! I'm ſurpris'd at that; 


Where I come from it is the common chat 


Ves, Sir, I did; and if it's worth your care, 


| 
MODERN POEMS. - a 


But you ſhall hear; an odd affair indeed! _ 

And that it happen'd, they are all agreed: 

Not to detain you from a thing fo ſtrange, 

A gentleman that lives not far from *Change, 
This week, in ſhort, as all the alley knows, | _ ' 
Taking a puke has thrown up there black crows. | 


Impoſſible '—Nay but it's true; 
I- have it from good hands, ſo may you | 
From whoſe, I pray ?—So having nam d the man, 


Straight to enquire his curious comrade ran. 
Sir, did you tell-erclating the affair 


MH 


Aſk Mr. fuch-a-one, he tolgat me, 
But, by the bye, twas o black'exows, not hre 
Reſolv'd to trace ſo wond'rous-an event, 3 | 
Whip, to the third, the virtuoſo went. 
Sir,—and ſo forth—Why yes ; the thing is fact, 
Tho? in regard to number not exact; * 
It was not woe black crows, *twas only ane, 
The truth of that you may depend upon. 
The gentleman himſelf told me the caſe - 


4 


Where may I find hin Why in ſuch a pla _ _ 


Awa and having found him out, 
Sir, 7 go tee to refolve a doubt— 1 
Then to his laſt informant he refeir d, 4 * 
And beg'd to know, if true what he had beau :? 
Did you, Sir, throw up a black crow) — NOT 1 
Bleſs me! how people propagate a lie! FBI>: 7-7 
Black crows have been thrown up, three, wo and 
"3 -; «2 "3h 
And here I find all eomes at laſt to none / 


* 


9 » Y 
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Did you ſay nothing of a crow at all ? 
Crow Crow—perhaps I might, now I recall 
The matter over—And, pray Sir, what was' t 
Why I was borrid ſick, and, at the laſt, _ | 
I did throw up, and told my neighbour ſo, 
Something that was—as black, Sir, as a crow. 


— 


TO THE MEMORY OF DR. STONE- 
HOUSE'S LADY. 


BY MISS HANNAH MOORE. 


OME, Reſignation! wipe the human tear, 
Domeſtic anguiſh drops o'er virtue's bier, 

Bid ſelfiſh ſorrow huſh the fond complaint, 

Nor frcm the God ſhe loy'd detain the faint, 


Truth, meekneſs, patience, honour'd ſhade! were 
thine, 
And holy hope, and charity divine: - 
Tho? theſe thy forfeit being could not fave, * 
Thy faith ſubdu'd the terrors of the grave. 
Oh! if thy living excellence could teach, 
Death has a loftier emphaſis of ſpeech : | 
In death thy laſt, beſt leſſon ſtill impart, 
And write, PREPARE TO DIE! ou ev'ry heart, 
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ELEGY WRITTEN AT SEA. 


FROM CASPAPINA'S LETTERS. 


ec EAV'N gave the word“ Delia! once more 
farewel ! 
Ah me! how fleeting all our joys are found ! 
The pangs thy tender heart can tell, 
For pangs like mine that tender Heart muſt wound, 


Snatch'd from thy arms, to diſtant lands I roam, 
And face the horrors of the howling ſea, 

Far from my long-lov'd friends and native home, 
And far, my Delia! ah! too far from thee, 


-- 


No more thy pleaſing converſe chears my ſout, 
And — 


Thy ſmiles no more my wonted cares controul, 
And give new glories to the golden day. 


No more with thee I hail th* approach of dawn, 
And hand in hand the varied landſcape rove, 
Where foſt'ring gales invelt the dew-bright lawn, 

Unlock the garden's ſweets, or fan the grove. 


With notes accordant to thy ſkilful tongue, 
No more I ſeek my doric reed to tune; 
No more the tender melody prolong, 


And chide the envious hours that fleet too ſoon. 


When ſinks in ocean's bed the ſource of light, 
And darkneſs drear his raven pinion ſpreads, ' 

Chearleſs and lone I paſs the ling'ring night, 
With thoughts 8 to its deepeſt ſhades. 


s my paſſage thro* life's rugged way; 


— —— ̃¶ RA a4 
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Unleſs, perchance, my weary watchful eyes 
Sleep's balmy charm no longer can reſuſe, 

Then ſwift to thee my ſoul unfetter'd flies, 
And each paſt ſcene of tenderneſs renews. 


With all that winning grace I ſee thee move, 
That firſt endear'd thy yielding heart to mine, 
When, ſoften'd by the flame of virtuous love, 
I led thee bluſhing to the hallow'd ſhrine, 


I ſee thee too, thou partner of my heart, 
With all a mother's tender — bleſt, 
The frequent glance, the kiſs, the tear impart, 
And preſs the ſmiling infant to thy breaſt. 


Ezger I haſte a parent's joy to ſhare— 
My boſom bounds with raptures felt before: 

But ſwift the ſoothing viſion ſinks in air, 
Winds howl around and reſtleſs billows roar. 


Ev'n now, whilſt prompted by the pleaſing paſt, 
In artleſs numbers flows this penſwe lay, 

The tott'ring veſſel quivers with the blaſt, 
And angry clouds obſcure the chearful day, 


Vet why repine? - my anxious breaſt, be ſtill! 
No human bliſs is free from fon] alloy; 

But what at preſent bears the face of ill, 
May end in filing peace and laſting joy, 


Soon may that Pow'r ſupreme, whoſe dread com- 
mand 
Can till the tumults of the raging main, 
Thro' paths of danger with unerring hand, 
Guide me to thee and happineſs again. 


* 


In him, my Delia, then thy truſt repoſe: 
'Tis he alone the joyleſs boſom chears; 

He ſoothes, when abſent, all our heart-felt woes, 
At home our ſoft domeſtic ſcene endears. 
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— — —a—b 
THE THREE WARNINGS. 
BY MRS. PIOZZI, 


* tree of deepeſt root is found 
1 Leaſt willing {till to quit the ground, 
Twas therefore ſaid, by ancient ſages, 
That love of life increaſed with years 
So much, that in our latter ſtages, 
When pains grow ſharp and ſickneſs rages, 
The — love of life appears. 
This great affection to believe, 
Which all confeſs but few perceive, 
If old aſſertions can't prevail, 
Be pleas'd to hear a modern tale: | 
When ſports went round and all were gay, 
On neighbour Dobſon's wedding-day, 
Death call'd afide the jocund groom 
With him into another room, | 
And looking grave—** You muſt,” ſays he, 
% Quit your ſweet bride and come with me.“ 
With you! and quit my Suſan's fide? 
With you ?* the hapleſs huſband cried : 
© Young as I am, tis monſtrous hard! 
Beſides, in truth, * not prepar'd ; 
2 
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My thoughts on other matters go: 
This is my wedding-night, you know.“ 
What more he urg'd I have not heard, 

His reaſons could not well be ſtronger z © - 
So Death the poor delinquent ſpar'd, 

And left to liye a little longer. 

Yet calling up a ſerious look, 

His hour-glaſs trembled while he ſpoke— 
4 Neighbour,“ he ſaid, “ farewel; no more 
Shall Death diſturb your mirthful hour ; 
And farther, to avoid all blame 

Of cruelty upon my name, 

To give you time for 22 

And fit you for your future ſtation, 

Three ſeveral Warnings you ſhall have, 
Before you're ſummon'd to the grave: 
Willing for once I'll quit my prey, 

And grant a kind reprieve 
In hopes you'll have no more to ſay, 
But, when I call again this Ways 

Well pleas'd the world will leave.“ 
To theſe conditions both conſented, 

And parted perfectly contented. 

What next the hero of our tale befel, 
How long he liv'd, how wiſe, how well, 
How roundly he purſued his courſe, 

And ſmok'd his pipe, and ftrok'd his horſe, 

The willing muſe ſhall tell : 

He chaffer'd then, he bought, he ſold, 
Nor once perceiv'd his growing old, 

Nor thought of Death as near; 

His friends rot falſe, his wife no ſhrew, 


Many his gains, his children few, 
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He paſs d his hours in peace: 

But * he view'd his wealth increaſe, 
While thus along Life's duſty road 

The beaten track content he trod, 

Old Time, whoſe haſte no mortal ſpares, 
Uncall'd, unheeded, unawares, | 

Brought on his eightieth year. 

And now, one night, in muſing mood, 

As all alone he fate, : 

Th' unwelcome meſſenger of fate 
Once more before him ſtood. 

Half kill'd with anger and ſurpriſe, 

© So ſoon return'd!* old Dobſon cries, 
© So ſoou d'ye call it? Death replies, 
« Surely, my friend, you're but in jeſt! - 

Since I was here before 
"Tis fix and thirty years at leaſt, 

And you are now fourſcore. 

So much the worſe, the clown rejvin'd ; 
To ſpare the aged would be kind: 
However, ſee your ſearch be legal; 

And your authority—is't ? 

Elſe you are come on a fool's 

With but a Secretary's warrant, 

Beſides, you promiſed me Three Warnings, 
Which I have look'd for nights and mornings[ 
But for that loſs of time and eaſe, 

I can recover damages.” 

& T know," cries Death, “ that at the beſt, Þ 
I ſeldom am a welcome gueſt ; 

But don't be captious, friend, at leaſt z | 
I little thought you'd ſtill be able 
To ſtump about yo farm and ſtable; 

3 | 
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Your years have run to a great length; 
I wiſh you joy tho' of your ſtrength!”* 
© Hold,” ſays the farmer, not ſo faſt! 
I have been lame theſe four years p * 
And no great wonder, Death replies; 
However you ſtill keep your eyes; 
And ſure, to ſee one's loves and friends, 
For legs and arms would make amends.” 
« Perhaps,” ſays Dobſon, © ſo it might, 
But latterly I've loſt my fight.” 
« This is a ſhocking ſtory, faith 
Yet there's ſome comfort ſtill, ſays Death: 
C Each ſtrives your ſadneſs to amuſe ; / 
I warrant you hear all the news.“ 
© There's none,” cries he; and if there were, 
I'm grown ſo deaf, I could not hear.” 
% Nay, then! the ſpectre ſtern rejoin'd, 
Theſe are . 
If you are lame, and deaf, and blind, 
You've had your Three ſufficient Warn- 
ings. 2 
So come * no more we'll part: 
He ſaid, and touch'd him with his dart; 
And now, old Dobſon turning pale, 
Yields to his fate —ſo ends my tale. 


—O—— — — 


THE RURAL PAIR. 


| ANONYMOUS, : 

8 confluent torrents join their ſtream, 
that flow | 

Hoarſely adown yon ſteepy mountain's brow, 

Behold a ſpot 1 embrown'd with lofty trees, 

Whoſe foliage quivers to the gentle breeze: 
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Near it x cottage ſtands, mean and obſcure, 
Its turſy ſides with ſhaggy moſs grown o'er. 
No dorick frieze adorns the humble roof; x 
*Tis warmly thatch*'d—and ' gainſt the tempeſt proof. 
The honeſt tenant of that lowly ſhed, 

Tho? doom'd to toil from day to day for bread, 
Is greatly rich :—Fis ſoul feels pure content, 
His deeds are noble, and his life well ſpent ; 
Betime he ſeeks repoſe, betime awakes, 

And plods to labour ere the morning breaks : 
No cares corroding rankle in his breaſt, ! 


He ſips the tranſport of unenvied reſt, 

And is in humble virtue truly bleſt. 

Loving and loy'd—join'd to a tender wife, 

Chearful he treads the rugged mage of life, 
Bends with ſubmiſſion to Heav'n's awful will, 
And thanks the pow'r that ſhelters him from ill. 
But lo, the Dame! how lovely is her mien: 
There virtue ſpeaks, there piety is ſeen ; 

There rural innocence, and artleſs eaſe + 

Live to delight, to animate and pleaſe, © 
Around her ſteps attend a ſmiling train 

Of beauteous babes, ſome favour to obtain: 
With all the prudence of maternal love | 
She forms their manners, early as they move, 
Liſtens with kind indulgence to each moan, 

And feeds their lips while ſhe negle&s her own 
From their young minds diſperſes error's gloom, 
And tends their infant virtues till they bloom. 


So the fair oak that overhangs the vale 
Guards the young ſapling from the blaſting gale z 
With outſpread arms affords a tender ſhade, © . 
And gives to riſing nature, nature's aid. 
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A FAREWELL. 


BY THE AUTHOR OF THE PLEASURES OF 
MEMORY. 


NCE more, enchanting girl, adieu! 
I muſt be gone, while yet I may ; 
Oft' ſhall I weep to think on you; wy 
But here I will not, cannot 


The ſweet expreſſion of that face, 

For ever ſhifting, yet the {ame ; 
Ah no, I dare not turn to trace, 

It melts my ſoul, it fires my frame! 


Yet give me, give me, ere I go, 
One little lock of thoſe ſo bleſt, 

That lend your cheek a warmer SAD 
And on your white neck love to reſt, 


Say, when to kindle ſoft delight 
"hat hand has chanc*d with mine to meet, 
How could its thrilling touch excite 
A ſigh ſo ſhort, and yet ſo ſweet. 


Oh ſay but no—it muſt not be 
Adieu! enchanting girl, adieu! — 
Vet ſtill, methinks you frown on me; 


Or never could I fly from you. 
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FROM AN ODE TO. MEDITATION. 


BY MRS. ROBINSON, 


WEET child of reaſon! maid ſerene | 
With folded arms and penſive mien, 

Who, wand'ring near yon thorny wild, 
So oft* my length'ning hours beguil'd, 
How oft” with thee I've ftroll'd unſeen 
O'er the lone valley's velvet green! 
And bruſh'd away the twilight dew 
That ftain'd the cowſlip's golden hue 
Oft', as I ponder'd o'er the ſcene, 

Would mem'ry picture to my heart 
How full of grief my days have been! 

How ſwiftly rapt' rous hours depart; 
Then would'it thou ſweetly reaſoning ſay 
« Time journeys thro' the rougheſt day. 


The hermit, from the world retir'd, 
By calm religion's voice 2 
Tells how ſerenely time glides on, 
From crimſon morn till ſetting ſun; 
Within his breaſt nor ſorrows mourn, 
Nor cares perplex, nor paſſions burn; 
No jealous fears, or boundleſs joys, 
The tenor of his mind deſtroys. 
He bleſſes Heav'n's benign decree, 
That gave my days to peace and thee. 


The gentle maid, whoſe roſeate bloom 
Fades faſt within a cloyſter's gloom; 
Far by relentleſs fate remov'd | 


From all ker youthful fancy lov'd ; 


— 
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Led by thy downy hand, ſhe ſtrays 

Along the green dell's tangled mae; 

Where, thro* dank leaves, the whiſp'ring 
ſhow'rs | 

Awake to life the fainting flow'rs. 

Abſorb'd by thee, ſhe hears no more 

The diſtant torrent*s fearful roar ; 

The well-known veſper's filver tone; 

The bleak wind's defolating moan; 

No more ſhe weeps at fate's decree, 

But yields her penſive ſoul to thee. 


The ſage, whoſe palſey d head bends low 
Midſt fcatter'd wakts of filv*'ry ſnow ; 
Still by his mind's clear luſtre tells 
What warmth within his boſom dwells ; 
How glows his heart with treaſur'd lore, 
How rich in wiſdom's boundleſs ftore ! 
He lifts his radiant eyes, which gleam 
With reſignation's ſainted beam; 

And, as the weeping ſtar of morn 

Sheds luſtre on the wither'd thorn, 

His tear benign calm comfort throws 
Oer rugged life's corroding woes; 

His pious ſoul's enlighten'd rays 

Dart forth to gild his wintry days 

He ſmiles ſerene at Heav'n's decree, 
And his laſt hour reſigns to thee. 


Oft* my full heart to thee hath flown, 
And wept for mis'ries not its own ; 
Oft' have I ſunk upon thy breaſt, 

And lull'd my weary mind to reſt ; 
Till I have own'd the bleſt decree, 


That gave my ſoul to peace and thee, 


U 
þ 
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TO AN AMIABLE GIRL. 
BY CHARLOTTE SMITH, 


IRANDAI mark, where ſhrinking from the 
gale, 

Its ſilken leaves yet moiſt with early dew, 
That faint fair flower, the lily of the vale, 

Droops its meek head, and looks, methinks, like 

ou ! 

Wrapp'd in a ſhadowy veil of tender 

Its ſnowy bells a ſoft perfume diſpenſe, 
And bending as reluctant to be ſeen, 
In ſimple lovelineſs it ſoothes the ſenſe. 
With boſom bar'd to meet the gariſh day, 
The glaring tulip, * undiſmay' d, 
Offends the eye of ae, that turns away 

To ſeek the lily in her fragrant ſhade, \, 
With ſuch unconſcious beauty, penſive, mild, 
Miranda charms—nature's ſoft, modeſt child. 


— —— 


THE SAILOR—AN ELEGY, 


BY THE AUTHOR OF THE PLEASURES OF 
MEMORY. 


"HE Sailor ſighs as ſinks his native ſhore, 


As all its leſſening turrets bluely fade; 2 


He climbs the maſt to feaſt his eye once more, 
And buſy fancy fondly lends her aid. 
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| i Ah! now, each dear, domeſtic ſcene he knew, 
F Recall'd and cheriſh'd in a foreign clime; 


Charms with the magic of a mer view z 
Its colours mellow'd, not impair'd, by time. 


True as the needle, homeward points his heart, 
Thro' all the horrors of the ſtormy main; 
This, the laſt wiſh with which its warmth could 
art 
To meet the ſmile of her he loves again, 


When morn firſt faintly draws her filver line, 
Or Eve's grey cloud deſcends to drink the 
wave; 
When ſea and ſky in midnight darkneſs join, 
Still, ſtill he views the parting look ſhe gave. 


Her gentle ſpirit, lightly hov'ring o'er, 
Attends his little bark from pole to pole ; 
And, when the beating billows round him roar, 


Whiſper ſweet hope to ſoothe his troubl'd ſoul, 


Carved is her name in many a ſpicy grove, 
In many a plantain foreſt, waving wide; 
Where duſky youths, in painted plumage rove, 
And giant-palms o'er-arch the yellow tide. 


But, lo! at laſt, he comes with crowded fail ! 
Lo! o'er the cliff what eager figures bend! 

And hark, what mingled murmurs ſwell the gale! 
In each he hears the welcome of a friend. 


*Tis ſhe, tis ſhe herſelf! ſhe waves her hand! 
Soon is the anchor caſt, the canvas furl'd ; 

Soon thro” the whitening ſurge he fprung to lard, 
And claſps the maid he ſingled from the world, 


When firſt ſhe feels the rude controul 
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VERSES ON A TEAR. 
BY THE SAME. 


H! that the chemiſt's magic art 
Could cryſtallize this ſacred treaſure 1 

Long ſhould it glitter near my heart, 

A ſecret ſource of penſive pleaſure. 


The little brilliant, ere it fell, 
Its luſtre caught from Chloe's eye 
Then, trembling, left its coral cell 


The ſpring of ſenſibility! 


Sweet drop of pure and pearly light! 
In thee the rays of virtue ſhine; 

More calmly clear, more mildly bright, 
Than any gem that gilds the mine. 


Benign reſtorer of the ſoul! .. 
Who ever fly { to bring relief, 


Of love or pity, joy or grief. 
The ſage's and the poet's theme, 


In ev'ry clime, in ev'ry age; 


Thou charm'ſt in fancy's idle dream, ff * 
In reaſon's philoſophic page. | K 5 
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THE THRESHER. 
t cowrek. 
ETWEEN the upright ſhafts ef thoſe tall 


elms 
We may diſcern the Threſher at his taſk, 


Thump after thump reſounds the conftant flail, 


IT bat ſeems to ſwing 
Full on the deſtin's ear. 


unecrtain, and yet falls 
Wide flies the chaft.. 


The ruſtling raw ſends up a frequent miſt 


Of atoms, fparkling in the noon- day beam. 
Come hither, ye that preſs your beds of down, / 


And fleep not : ſee him ſweating o'er his bread 


Before he eats it. Tis the primal curſe, 7 
But ſoften d into mercy; made the pledge 
Of cheerful days, and nights without a groan, 


— room 
- CRAZY KATE. 


- 
BY. TRE SAME. 


* 


| 1 oſten wanders one, whom better days 


. Saw better clad, in cloak of ſatin trimm'd 
Withlace, and hat wich ſpleadid ribband bound. 
A ſerving maid was ſhe, and fell in love 


With one who. left her, went to fea, and died“ 


Her fancy follow'd him thro' foaming waves 
To diſtant ſhoves; and fhe would fit and cep D 


At what 'a'failor ſuffers ; fancy, too, 


Delufive moſt where warmeſt withes are, «i 


Would ot” anticipate his glad return, 
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And dream of tranſports ſhe was not to know. 
She heard the doleful tidings of his death 
And never ſmil'd again! and now ſhe roams | 
The dreary waſte ; there ſpends the live-long day, 
And there, unleſs when charity forbids, | 
The live- 2 A tatter'd apron hides, 
Worn asa © and hardly hides, a 

More tatter'd till ; and both but ill conceal 
A boſom heav'd with never-ceafing ſighs. | 
She begs an idle pin of all ſhe meets, „ 
And hoards them in her ſleeve ; but needful food, 
Tho? preſs'd with hunger oft*, or comelier clothes, | 


Tho) pc's with cold, aſks never—Kate is craz'd, | 


_ 3 


3 — N 
'THE PETIT MAITRE PARSON; | 


BY THE SAME, 


By 
VENERATE the man whoſe heart is wang, / 7.58 
A Ws hands are pure, whoſe doctrine and Wan 
ifes 
Coineident, exhibit lucid proof 
That he is honeſt in the ſacred cauſe. 
To ſuch I render more than mere re ook 
Whoſe actions ſay that they reſpect themſelves.” 
But, looſe in morals, and in manners yain,  . 

In cònverſation fr ivolous, in dreſs CP 
Extreme, at once rapacious ani profuſe; ' 
r in park with lady at his fide, 

ling _ prattlin ſcandal as he goes; 
But rare at home; — never at his a: 


Or with his Pen, fave when he ſerawls a care 
N 2 
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Conſtant at routs, familiar with a round 


Ot ladyſhips—a ſtranger to the poor; 


- Ambitious of preferment for its gold, 

And well-prepared, by ignorance and ſloth, 

By infidelity and love of world, | 

To make God's work a ſinecure; a ſlave 

Jo his own pleaſures and his patron's pride: 
From ſuch apoſtles, oh, ye mitred heads, 
Preſerve the church! and lay not careleſs hands 
On ſculls that cannot teach, and will not learn. 


1 — 
THE GOOD PREACHER. 


(A ConTRAST TO THE PRECEDING.) 
BI THE SAME, 


OULD I deſcribe a Preacher, ſuch as Paul, 

r Were he on earth, would hear, approve, and 
on ä 

Paul ſhould himſelf dirett me. I would trace 
His maſter - ſtrokes and draw from his deſign. 
I would expreſs him ſimple, grave, ſincere; 
In doctrine uncortupt ; in language plain, 
And plain in manner; decent, ſolemn, chaſte, 
And natural in geſture; much impreſs d 
Himſelf, as conſcious of his awful charge, 
And anxious mainly t}.at the flock he feeds 
May feel it too; att«Etionate in look, | 
And tender in a'dre's, as well becomes 
A. meſſenger of grace to guilty men, 
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Behold the picture —Is if like —like whom? 
Ihe things that mount the roſtrum with a {kip, 
And then ſkip down again; pronounce a text ; 
Cry—hem; and, reading what they never wrote, 
Juſt fifteen minutes, huddle up their work, 

And with a well-bred whiſper cloſe the ſcene! 


— ͤ—-„—t 


TO A TUFT OF EARLY VIOLETS, 


BY WILLIAM GIFFORD, ESQ, 


892 flowr's! that from your humble beds 
Thus prematurely dare to riſe, 

And truſt your unprotected heads 
To cold Aquarius' wat'ry ſkies; 


Retire, retire! theſe tepid airs 
Are not the genial brcod of May 
That ſun with light malignant glares, - 
And flatters only to betray. 


Stern Winter's reign is not yet paſt 
Lo! while 2 prepare to blow, 
On cy pinions comes the blaſt, ; 
And nips your root, and lays you low, 


* 


Alas, for ſuch ungentle doom! | 
But I will ſhield you; and ſupply 
A kindlier foil on which to bloom, 
A nobler bed on which to die. 


N 3 
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Come then—ere yet the morning ray 
Has drunk the dew that gems your creft, 


And drawn your balmieſt ſweets away 


O come, and grace my Anna's breaſt. 


Ve droop, fond flowers! But, did ye know 
What worth, what goodneſs there reſide, . 
Your cups with livelieſt tints would glow, 


And ſpread their leaves with conſcious pride. 


For there has lib'ral nature join'd 
Her riches to the ſtores of art, 

And added to the vig'rous mind, 

The (oft, the ſympathiſing heart. 


Come then — ere yet the morning ray 

Has drunk the dew that gems your creſt, 
And drawn your balmieſt ſweets away ; 

O come, and grace my Anna's breaſt. 


O! I ſhould think—that fragrant bed 
Might I but hope with you to ſhare 
Years of anxiety repaid, 
By one ſhort oh. of tranſport there. 


More bleſt than me, thus ſhall ye live 
Your little day; and when ye die, 
Sweet flowers, the grateful muſe ſhall give 
A verſe; the ſorrowing maid, a ſigh. 


While I, alas! no diſtant date, 
Mix with the duſt from whence I came, 
Without a friend to weep my fate, 
Without a ſtone to tell my name. 


c 
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WRITTEN TWO- YEARS AFTER THE 
PRECEDING. 


BY THE SAME. | 


1 Wiſh I was where Anna lies; 
For I am fick of ling' ring here, 
And every heur Affection cries, 
Go, and partake her humble bier. 


I wiſh I could! For when ſhe died 
I loſt my all; and life has prov'd 
- Since that ſad hour a dreary void, 
A waſte unlovely, and unloy'd.— 


" bg - TAR HR. P 
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But who, when I am turn'd. to clay, 

Shall duly to her grave repair, 
And pluck the ragged moſs away, : 
And wieeds that have no “e buſineſs ther 75 


And who with pious hand ſhall bring 
The flow'rs the cheriſh*d, ſnow-drops cold, 
And violets that unheeded ſpring, | 
To ſcatter o'er her hallow'd mould ? 


And who, while mem'ry loves to ; dwell 
Upon her name for ever dear, 
Shall feel his heart with 14 ſwell, 
And pour the bitter, bitter tear? 


1 did it; and would fate allow, 
Should viſit ſtill, ſhould ſtill deplore— 
But health and ſtrength have left me now, 
And I, alas! can weep no more. 
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Take then, ſweet maid ! this ſimple ſtrain, 
The laſt I offer at thy ſhrine ; | 

Thy grave muſt then undeck'd remain, 
And all thy mem' ry fade with mine. 


And can thy ſoft perſuaſive look, 
Thy voice that might with muſic vie, 
Thy air, that ev'ry gazer took, 
Thy matchleſs eloquence of eye, 


Thy ſpirits, frolickſome, as good, 
Thy courage, by no ills diſmay'd, 

Thy patience, by no wrongs ſubdu'd, 
Thy gay good-humour—Can they © fade l“ 


* 


* 


A WISH. 


BY THE AUTHOR OF THE PLEASURES OP 
MEMORY. 


INE be a cot, beſide the hill ; 
A bee-hive's hum ſhall ſoothe my ear; 
A willowy brook, that turus a mill, 
With many a fall, ſhall linger near. 


The ſwallow, oft', beneath my thatch, 
0 Shall twitter from her clay · built neſt; 
1 Oft' ſhall the pilgrim lift the latch, 
And ſhare my meal, a welcome gueſt, 


Around my ivied porch ſhall ſpring 
Each fragrant flow'r that drinks the dew ; 
| And Lucy, at her wheel, ſhall ſing, _ ; 
— SI ruſſet gown and apron blue. 


*J 
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The village church, among the trees, 
Where firſt our er yows were giv'n, 

With merry peals ſhall ſwell the breeze, 
And point with taper ſpire to heav'n. 


— 


ON HER BROTHER'S VIOLIN. 


BY THE LATE, MRS. SHERIDAN. 


«© QWEET inſtrument of him for whom I mourns 
Tuneful companion of m Ly&1's hours, 
| How lieſt thou now neglected and forlorn | | 
jv What ſkilful hand ſhall now call forth thy pow'rs? 


Ah! none like his can reach thoſe liquid notes, | 
So ſoft, ſo ſweet, ſo eloquently clear, b 

To live beyond the touch, and gently float 
In dying modulations on the ear. 


Thus o'er my Lycid's lyre as I complain'd, + 
And kiſs'd the ſtrings where he was wont to play, 

While yet in penſive ſadneſs I remain d. 
Methought it ſigh'd, and ſighing ſeem'd to ſay, 


c Ah! me forlorn, forſaken, now no more | 
Shall fame and juſt applauſe around me wait; 
No power my gentle Maſter can reſtore, 
| And I, alas! will ſhare his hapleſs fate. 


Fled is that ſpirit, chill'd that youthful fire, * 
Which taught thoſe ſtrains with harmony replete, 
And cold that hand which only can inſpire 
My ſenleleſs form to utter ſounds ſo ſweet, . 


—— — — — —— —— — b hs 
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Thoſe ſounds melodious ne'cr again ſhall pleaſe, 
No tuneful ſtrain from me ſhall ever flow; f v 


Save o'er my trembling ftrings a ſighing breeze, 
To tall one ſad, ſoft note of tender woe. 


Elſe, ah! for ever mute let me remain, 
Unſtrung, untun'd, forgotten let me be; I 

Guard me from curious eye, and touch prophane, 
Aud let me reſt in mournful ſympathy ! 


One fate with thee, dear maſter, let me ſhare 
Like then filent darkneſs let me lie! l 
My frame without thee is not worth my care, 
ith thee alone it liv'd, with thee ſhall die!“ | 


—ꝛ—sꝛ—s—ů— .T—— ͤ[— j 


HER BROTHER'S LYRE TO MRS. 
* SHERIDAN. 


BY MR. PRATT, 


HIS faid—a ſolemn filence breath'd around, 
Cecilia wept upon her Lycid's lyre, 
The penſive breeze then gave a ſigking ſound, - > 
And the ſtrings ſeem'd to tremble and expire, 


0 


One hollow murmur like the dying moan, 
Was heard to vibrate then with pauſes ſlow, 

From the ſad inſtrument, when thus the tone 
Gave modulations of a ſofter woe : 


« Ceaſe, beauteous mourner ! partner of my grief! 
Tuneful affociate of my loſt deſpair, 

Thou, only thou, canſt bring this breaſt relief; 
Thy ſympathy alone can ſoothe my care, 


1 
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What though—ah, ſtroke ſevere ! qur Lycid's dead, 
Nor more, alas] can raviſh mortal ear; 

What though the ſoul of melody is fled, 
His bleſt attendant to th” harmonious ſphere; 


Struck by Cecilia's hand I yet may live; 

Her magic touch again can tune my frame; 
Her cherub voice my ſpirit yet revive, 

And ſounds of heav'nly ſorrow grace my fame. 


But ſhould not dulcet ſong, nor muſic's art, 

Nor ſocial ſighs which mawm the youth we love, 
Have pow'r to heal the ſiſter's wounded heart, 

Nor to theſe chords forlarn a folace prove: 


Ah! till together let our ſorrows join, 
And this ſad form yet boaſt thy gentle aid; 
Lycid's companion fure thould ſtill be thine ; © 
Still ſhould" thou kiſs the ſtrings where he has 
play d.“ | 


— 
THE GIPSY. 


BY E. I. BRAY, 


F village with the gloomy ſhade 
Of even-tide ET 
Is ſtill; no more with rural ſongs 

Ihe peaceful cots reſound. 


A Gipſ 5 ſhiv'ring with the cold, > 
And having loſt her way, p 
Knocks at young William's lowly door, 
And begs the night to ſtay. x * 


e 
———— — 
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William, who pity'd the diſtreſs'd, 
And to the poor was kind, 


Unhappily, had lately loſt 
His former peace of mind ; 


Yet the benighted wanderer 
He with a ſmile receiv'd; 


For thoſe who were oppreſs'd with woe, 


Ne'er left him unreliev'd. 


He added fuel to his fire, | 
The frugal] board he ſpread : 

And with a look of ſad deſpair, " 
Unto the Gipſy ſaid : 


cc Know, welcome gueſt, my heart's a prey 
To woe and deadly grief ; 
And much I dread I ne'er ſhall find 


Or ſolace or relief. 


'The beauteous Anna, charming maid ! 
I love with tend'reſt flame ; 
And late, with pureſt paſſion warm'd, 


I to my Anna came. 


Where, near the river's murm'ring ſtream, 
We us'd ſo oft” to meet ; 

And thought the envious moments paſs'd, 
As the ſwift waves, too fleet. 


Anna, at length, with ling'ring ſtep, 


And clouded face arriv'd ; ' 
To clothe her cheek with wonted ſmiles 


An ſparkling joy, I ftriv'd. 
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In vain I vow'd eternal love, 
I tried my ſkill in vain; 

For Anna, with a conſtant frown, 
Repuls'd her angry ſwain. 


I tried to claſp her to my breaſt, 
She tore herſelf away: 

And never would ſhe ſee my face 
From that unhappy day! 


Now ſoothe a wretched lover's pain 
By thy foretelling pow'r ; 

* ſay, what was the unknown cauſ 
Of that unlucky hour ? 


Tell me, if I may hope to live, 
Or if I'm doom'd to die? 
The Gipſy heard th' afflicted youth, 
And anſwer'd with a figh : 


© T know thy Anna is unkind, I 
The reaſon too I know + 
Thou art thyſelf, alone, the cauſe | 
Of her and thine own woe. 1 
- g : 
When lately in the rural dance 
Young Mary ſwoon'd away, 


She fell into thy circling arms, 
And in thy boſom lay. 


Unmindful of 1 Anna, then, 
She's left by thee, to lead 

A happy rival to her home, 
From off the 8 mead, 


— 
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She penſive ſpent the ling”rin - ni lit; 
Nor found repoſe or reſt + 1 . 

For the ſmart pangs of jealouſ 
Diſturb'd her wayward breal. 


The following morning Emma came, 
And fann'd the kindling fire; 

She told her, Mary did thy heart 
With anxious love inſpire, 


Now ſhe has dropt the cheering hope 
Of calling thee her own.” | 

The youth with horror turn'd his head, 
And utter'd with a groan— 


«& And does ſhe think her ſwain untrue > 
And will ſhe not relent ? 

III haſten to her inſtantly, 
And ſhe will ſoon repent— 


Or, in her preſence will I die, 
Reproach her with the deed : 
And know if ſhe can drop a tear, 
To ſee her true-love bleed. 


He roſe, with horror in his looks, 
And fury in his eye 

Reſolv'd to ſee his Anna's face, 
And in her ſight to die. 


The Gipſy ftarted from her ſeat, 
And threw off her diſguiſe 
When, yath'd in tears his Anna ſtood .. 
Befdre his wond'ring eyes ! ! 
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«« Come to my arms, thou injur'd youth, 
Thy Anna's kind, (the cried) 


Forgive, forgive my cruelty, 
For now thy love I've tried. 


William replied, with-voice of j 8 
« My Anna I forgive | 
Thou call'ſt me from che arms of Gents s 
Within thine own to e | 


. 
* . 
_ 


A BOTANY BAY ECLOGUE. 


BY ROBERT SOUTHEY. - 


WHY, ſtern remembrance, muſt thine iron hand. 
Harrow my ſoul? Why calls ach crue] power 

The fields of England to my exil'd x 

The joys which once were mine? — now L ſee _ 

The lowly lovely dwelling ! even now 

Behold the woodbine claſping its white walls, 

And hear the fearleſs redbreaſts chirp around 

To aſk their morning - meal For I was wont; 

With triendly hand, to give their morning-meal, 

Was wont to love their ſong, when ling*ring morn 

Streak'd o'er the chilly landſcape the dim light, 

And thro” the open d lattice hung m hank 

To view the ſndw-drap's bud; and thence, at eve, 

When mildly fading ſunk the ſummer ſun, 

Oft' have I lov'd to mark the rook's flow 'courſe 

And hear his hollow n_— what time he fought 

| 2 
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The church-yard elm, whoſe wide embowering 
boughs | 


Full foliag'd, half conceal'd the houſe of God. 
There, my dead father, often have J heard 


Thy hallow'd voice explain the wond'rous works 


Of heaven to ſinful man. Ah, little deem'd . 
Thy virtuous boſom, that thy ſhameleſs.child 
So ſoon ſhould ſpurn the leſſon! fink the flave 
Of vice and infamy ! the hireli N 
Of brutal appetite! At length worn out 
With famine, and th' avenging ſcourge of guilt, _ 
Should dare diſhonefty—yet dread to die, | 


| 


THE WINTER'S DAY. 
AUTHOR UNKNOWN. 


WW Ez raging ſtorms deform the air, 

a And clouds of ſnow deſcend | 

And the wide landſcape, bright and fair, | 
No deepen'd colours blend: 


When biting froſt rides on the wind, 
Bleak from the North and Eaſt, 

And wealth is at its eaſe reclin'd, 
Prepar'd to laugh and fxaſt ; 


When the poor tray'ller treads the plain, 
All dubious 7 his way, 

And crawls with night -increaſing pain, 
Aud dreads the parting day; 


= 
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When poverty, in vile attire, - 


Shrinks from the biting blaſt. 
Or hovers o'er the pigmy fire, 


And fears it will not laſt: , - -.. 0 . 
When the fond mother hugs her eld 

Still cloſer to her breaſt; SW 
And the poor infant, froſt- beguil'd 

Scarce feels that it bl proſe : LY ob 


Then let the rr hand . 


Its bleſſings to the poor 
Nor ſpurn the wretched, while they bl 


All TL, at yu door. ö 


T . | : e 


ODE, ON THE ; DEATH « OF a YOUNG LADY. 


16 84 


BY LOGAN,. + 3 r 


T JNTIMELY gone! for ever fled! x 
The roſes of the cheek fo red, 


The affection warm, the temper mild, A 
The ſweetneſs that in forrow froth 4. — 


Alas! the cheek where beauty 11 6 2 
The heart where goodneſs overflow d— | 
A clod amid the valley lies 

And“ duſt to duſt,” the mourner cries, 


O, from thy kindred fd torn, is 
And to thy grave 9 — 
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Vaniſh'd for ever from my view. "If 


Thou ſiſter of my ſoul, adieu | A 


Fair with my firſt ideas twin'd, 
Thine image oft? will meet my mind; 
And while remembrance brings thee near 


* 


Affection fad will drop: a tear, 


How oft' does ſorrow bend the head, 
Before we dwell among the dead! 

Scarce in the years of manly prime, 
I've often wept the wrecks of time. 


What tragic tears bedew the eye! 
What deaths we ſuffer ere we die! 
Our broken friendſhips we deplore, 
And loves of youth that are no more. 
No after-friendſhip e'er can raiſe 
Th' endearments of our early days: 
And ne'er the heart ſuch fondneſs prove 
As when it firſt began to love. 


Affection dies, a vernal flower ; 
And love, the bloſſom of an hour; 
The ſpring of fancy cares control, 
And mar the beauty of the ſoul.. 


Vers'd in the commerce of deceit, 
How ſoon the heart forgets to beat! 
The blood runs cold at int'reſt's call, 
They look with equal eyes on all. 


„ —— ů ů ——————— 


Tbeir flutt'ring rags, and ſhows a tawny ſkin, 
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Ve gods, whatever ye withhold, 
Let my affection ne er grow old ; 
Ne'er may the human glow depart, 
Nor nature yield to frigid heart ! 


Still may the gen'rous boſom burn, 
Tho* doom'd to bleed o'er beauty's urn 
And ſtill the friendly face appear, 

Tho! moiſten'd with a tender tear. 


* 
o 
bf 
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THE GIPSIES. 


BY COWPER. 


1 SEE a tohumn of flow riſing ſmoke | 

O'ertop the lofty wood that ſkirts the wild. 

A vagabond and uſeleſs tribe there eat 

Their miſerable meal. A kettle, flung 

Between two poles, upon a ſtick tranſverſe, 

Receives the morſel—fleſh obſcene of dog, 

Or vermin, or at beſt, of cock purloin'd 

From his accuſtom'd perch. Hard-faring race? 

They pick their fuel out of ev'ry hedge, . 

Which, kindled with dry leaves, juſt ſaves un- 
quench'd "+ 

The ſpark of life, The ſportive wind blows wide 


1 


The vellum of the pedigree they claim. 
Great ſkill have they in palmiſtry, and more - - 
To conjure clean awa the gold they touch, 
Conveying worthleſs droſs into its place; 
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Loud when they beg, dumb only when they ſteal. 


Strange 


that a creature rational, and caſt 


In human mould, ſhould brutalize by choice 
His nature; and, though capable of arts 


By which the world might profit, 
Self-baniſh'd from ſociety, prefer 


and himſelf, 


Such ſqualid floth to honourable toil, 

Yet even theſe, tho' feigning ſickneſs, oft 
They ſwathe the forehead, drag the limping limb, 
And vex their fleſh with artificial ſores, 


Can 


change their whine into a mirthful note 


When ſafe occaſion offers; and, with dance, 


And 


muſic of the bladder and the bag, 


Beguile their woes, and make the woods reſound. 


© 


THE DRUM. 
BY SCOTT. 


HATE that drum's diſcordant ſound, 
Parading round, and round, and round. 


I 


Jo thoughtleſs youth it pleaſure yields, 


And lures from cities and from fields, 


_... To ſell their liberty for charms 


Of tawdry lace and glitt'ring arms, 
And, when ambition's voice commands, 


£ To march, and fight, and fall, in foreign lands. 


* 


1 hate that drum's diſcordant found, 


Parading round, and round, and round, 


To me it talks of ravag'd plains, Oe 
And burning towns, and ruin'd fwains, * 
2 


5 


e 
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And man limbs, and dy groans, 
And 5 rg Ka 4 moans z 
And all that Mis'ry's hand beſtows, 


To fill the catalogue of human woes, 
Wrinen te 4 Friend, at Midnight, watching the el. 
bed of an affettionate Sifter, ; 
BY ELIZA, 


AST thou, dear Anna, watch'd the fickly bed, 
| And 50 thine arm ſoft · rear d the drooping 
| ead ? | 

Haſt thou, with agonizing hope and fear, 

Hung o'er the pillow of a friend that's dear? 

Has, thy heart ſunk, to hear the faint reply, 

To mark the fading check—the languid eye— 

The flutt' ring ſpirit ſtarting with alarms, 

And fainting breathleſs in thy trembling arms? 

O, haſt thou witneſs'd theſe! —thou'lt ſoon excuſe 
The inattention of Eliza's muſe. | 


— 


Has thine ear, wakeful, told the lonely bours, 


and ſhow'rs— | 
Tbe ticking watch, the diſtant dog at bay, 
And, longing, loak'd for ling riogy cheering day 


From church-yard clock, through boilt'rous windy _ 
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Haſt thou, on tiptoe, pac'd the dreary room, 
Fearful thy breath ſhould break the folemn gloom 
Dreſs'd thee in ſmiles—ſuppreſs'd thine inward grief, 
With the ſweet thought, thy preſence gave relief 


And, O the joy! to mark th' approving eye 
Watch thy ſoft footſtep, as thou glideſt by 
Th' expreſſive look theſe ſubtle joys enhance, 
And tenfold pay thee, with their grateful glance, 


The hand, faint rais*d for thee in filent pray'r, 
Its gentle preſſure for thy tender care— g- 
Sweet are the pains this ſpeechleſs ſhew affords, 
And more than thank thee—with ten thouſand words, 


For theſe the fragile frame nor feels fatigue, _ 
The ſpirit buoyant, props the friendly league—. _ 
Tf languid ſelf would raiſe a piteous plea, 
Ah, has not Lucy watch'd and wak'd for me! 


And lo, as ſweet reward for all my pains, 
To ſee life animate her azure veins, 

. Health's ſofteſt tint the pallid hue efface, 
And dreſs, as wont, her ſweetly ſmiling face. 


To ſee mild rais'd her grateful eye above— 
To hear her thank me, with unfeigned love! 
"Theſe tender ſcenes can be but faintly gueſs'd, 
And felt too much, to clearly be expreſs d. 


So ſome lov'd drooping plant, from winter's port 
_ Borne in thine arms to warmer climes and wW'rs, 


* Si un arbre avoit du ſentiment, il ſe plairoit @ volr 
celui qui le cultive ſe repoſer ſous ſon ombrage, reſpitet 
le parfum de ſes fleurs, gouter la douceur de ſes fruits; 
| Marmontel. 
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Reviving; grateful for the transfer made 
Spreads all its leaves to form for thee a ſhade 3 4 


14 * 


Brent all its odours i in a rich 
Gives to thy boſom all its beauteous bloom, 
Twines its ſoft tendrils, quickens every ſnoot, 
And cheers thee with it's fweetelt, choiceſt fruit. 


TO HENRY. 
BY THE SAME, 


HAT ſilver ſoun1s, melodious, meet, my eat, 
And mourn reſponſive on the ſighing gale, 
Dropping, ſo ſweetly ſad, the pitying teer 
O'er the ſoft ſorrows of a recent tale! g 


* 


Ah me, no fancy'd woes I held to view? 
The woe · fraught ſcene is prattled round the coaſt 5 

Too true, alas] and pity tis, tis true | 
William and Mary were together loft! [ 


, tart not, Henry! for 'twas half conceal d, 

The ſimple fats, too copious for my line; 
Liften !—ah liſt!--the reſt ſhall be rreveaPd— 
Thou wilt not grudge to mingle tears with mine. 


O it will coſt me many a pang, I weent> - ' 4} ” 
To trace their infant loves, each childiſh joy 
When little _y / d o'er the gren 
With her lov* illiam, then a fair hair*d boy. 

\ 
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* Freſh, like the roſy morn, his cherub face, | 
And, like the berry: dark, his laughing eyes; 
And Mary's too beam'd ſweet with kindre grace, 
The ſole mild blue that paints the azure. ſkies. 


Oft' hand in hand they rambled o'er the plain, 
And fill'd their little laps. with ſtore of flowers! 
And oft' purſu'd the gilded fly in vain— 
Theſe were the paſtimes of their carlicſt hours, 


But war's ſhrill clarion rouz d the youth to arms! 
To gain for Mary wealth and fair renown, 
Sighing he tore him from her blooming charms, 
And left her weeping, joyleſs, and forlorn. 
Full oft* retiring from the noiſy throng, | 
Jo hide from vulgar eyes the ſtru So tear, 
He breath'd his conſtant vows in artleſs ſong, 
And pour'd the trembling numbers on her ear. 
So the lorn bird, within the grove reti d. 
Trills her ſweet notes, the thorn within her breaſt 
So ſings the ſwan, her dying notes admir'd, | 
Her own ſad requiem to eternal reſt, a 


1 Mary, dear maid, though ocean rolls between, 
&« And far, far off, is white- cliff d Albion's ſhore, 
© Some ſweet remark of thine illumes each fcene, 
Thy image breathes in ev'ry op'ning flower i 


% In the carnation, rich with coral glow, 

«© The milder roſe- bud, and the jeſs mine fair, | 
te Thy lip, thy modeſt bluſh, thy ſkin of ſhow, | 
- *« And, in the almond brown, thy gloſſy hair: 


ce; 


ers 
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« Tf the tall palm-tree bows beneath the breeze, 
„Thy eaſy ſhape waves graceful in my view! 

If the ſweet blue-bell gliſtens thro? the trees, 
«Tis Mary's eye, impearl'd with pity's dew!“ 


Thus would he ſing, till years of tedious toil 
Sweet competency's meed had well acquir'd ; 

He came full laden with the ſpoiler's ſpoil, 
And, juſt in view of happineſs—expir'dt 


Ah, what remains to cloſe the dire affair? 
Or who can paint the maiden as ſhe ſtood! 
Claſping her hands, and frantic with deſpair, 
She plung'd, impetuous, in the raging flood ! 


Ah, hapleſs lovers!—dear preſumptuous maid ! 
There may thy woes, thy cruel ſorrows, ceaſe— 
Fruitleſs, alas! is now all human aid, 


The hand which bruis'd, can only give thee peace, 
— ä— — — 


TO A FRIEND, 


do aſted bow I felt, auben the Nurſe firſt preſented 
my Infant to me. 


"BY S. T. COLERIDGE, 


(_ my flow heart was only ſad, when 
firſt | | 
I ſcann'd that face of feeble infancy + 
For dimly on my thoughtful _ burſt 


All I had been, and —_— abe might be! 
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But when I faw it on its mother's arm, 

And hanging at her boſom (ſhe the while 

Bent o'er its features with a tearful ſmile) 
Then I was thrilFd and melted, and moſt warm 
Impreſs'd a father's kiſs : and all beguil'd 

Of dark remembrance, and preſageful fear, 

I ſeem'd to ſee an angeFs farm appear. 
Twas even thine, beloved weman mild! 

So for the mother's ſake the child was dear, 
And dearer was the mother tor the child. 


FROM WALKS IN A FOREST. | 
BY GISBORNE, 


—— HE, who form'd this beauteous globe 
So fair, amid its brighteſt ſcenes hath hung, 
Fit emblems of a periſhable world ; 
- And grav'd on tablets, he that runs may read 
Your fickle date, ye ſublunary joys. 
The buds doth ſpring unfold, and, thick as dew 
Spangling the graſs, the purple bloom diffuſe. 
Comes a chill blight, and bids the ſanguine youth 
Read in its ravages a lore that fells 
Of fruſtrate plans, and hopes indulg'd in vain, 
Do ſummer ſuns the mead with herbage load, 
And tinge the ripening year? With ſudden rage 
Deſcends the thunder-ſtorm ; the river ſwells 
Impatient, leaps the mound ; and, while the waves 
Devour the promis'd harveſt, calls on Thee, 
O Man, to tremble for thy daily bread. 
The faded leaves doth autumn ſcatter wide, 
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Or winter rend the deſolated boughs, 

And lay the fathers of the fired low d 

Child of the duſt, attend! To thee * cry, 

Each from his whirlwind—* Earth is not thy 
© home. 

They bid thee ſeek, nor fruitleſs deem the toil, 

A more enduring dwelling-place ; the joys 

Unutterable, which nor eye hath ſeen, 

Nor ear hath heard, nor heart of man conceiv d; 

Joys which omnipotence prepares 

For thoſe who love their ——_ 


—— ͤ— 


THe RURAL AMUSEMENTS or a WINTER 
EVENING COMPARED wity THE FA- 
SHIONABLE ONES. 


BY COWPER, 


H Winter, ruler of the inverted year, 
Thy ſcatter'd hair with ſleet- like aſhes fill'd, 
Thy breath congeal'd upon thy lips, thy cheeks 
Fring'd with a beard made white with other ſnows 
Than thoſe of age, thy forehead wrapt in clouds, 
A leafleſs branch thy ſceptre, and thy throne 
A fliding car, indebted to no wheels, 
But urg' d by forms along its flipp'ry way, 
I love thee, all unlovely as thou ſeem'ſt, 
And dreaded as thou art !——Thou hold'ſt the fun 
A pris'ner inthe yet undawning eaſt, 
Short'ning his journey between morn and noon, 
Aud hurry ying him, — of his ſtay, 
2 


160 MopERN POEMS. 


Down to the roſy weſt ; but kindly ſtill 
Compenſating his loſs with added hours 

Of ſocial converſe and inſtructive caſe, 

And gath ring, at ſhort notice, in one group 

The family diſpers'd, and fixing thought, 

Not leſs diſpers'd by day- light and its cares. 

I crown thee king of intimate delights, 

Fire-fide enjoyments, home-born happineſs, 

And all the comforts that the lowly roof 

Of undiſturb'd retirement, and the hours 

Of long uninterrupted ev'ning, know. 

No ratt ling wheels. ſtop ſhort before theſe gates; 
No powder'd pert N in the art 

Of ſounding an alarm aſſaults theſe doors, 

Till the ſtreet rings; no ſtationary ſtreds 

Cough their own knell, while, heedleſs of the ſound, 
The ſilent circle fan themſelves, and quake: 
But here the needle plies its buſy taſk, | 

The pattern grows, the well-depicted flow'r, 
Wrought patiently into the ſnowy lawn, ; 
Untolds its boſom ; buds, and leaves, and ſprigs, 
And eurling-tendrils, gracefully dispos'd, 
Follow the nimble finger of the fair; 

A wreath that cannot fade, of flow'rs that blow 
With moſt ſucceſs when all beſides decay. 

The poet's or hiſtorian's page, by one 

Made vocal for th* amuſement of the reſt ; 

The ſprightly lyre, whole treaſure of ſweet ſounds 
The — from many a trembling chord ſhakes out; 
And the clear voice, ſymphonious, yet diſtinct. 
And in the charming ſtrife triumphant ſtill, 
Beguile the night, and ſet a keener edge 

On female induſtry ; the threaded ſteel - 
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Flies ſwiſtly, and, unfelt, the taſk proceeds, 


The volume clos'd, the cuſtomary rites 

Of the laſt meal commence. A Roman meal ; 
Such as the miſtreſs of the world once found 
Delicious, when her patriots of high note, 
Perhaps by moonlight, at their humble doors, 
And under an old oak's domeſtic ſhade, 
Enjoy'd—fſpare feaſt - a radiſh and an egg 
Diſcourſe enſues, not trivial, yet not Aal. 

Nor ſuch as with a frown forbids the play 

Of fancy, or proſcribes the ſound of mirth 

Nor do we madly, like an impious world, 
Who deem religion frenzy, and the God 

That made them an intruder on their joys, 
Start at his awful name, or deem his praiſe” 

A jarring note, "Themes of a graver tone, 
Exciting oft” our gratitude and love, 

While we retrace, with mem'ry's pointing wand, 
That calls the paſt to our exact review, | 
The dangers we have ſeaped, the broken ſnare, 
The diſappointed foe, dehiy*rance found- | 
Unlook'd for, life preſerv'd and peace reſtor d 
Fruits of omnipotent eternal love. | 

Oh ev'nings worthy of the gods! exclaim'd 
The Sabine bard. Oh ev'nings, I reply, 
More to be priz'd and coveted than your's, 

As more illumin'd, and with nobler truths, - 


That I, and mine, and thoſe we love, enjoy, 
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ODE TO CON TENT. 
BY MRS. BARBAULD. 


() THOU, the nymph with placid eye! 
O ſeldom found, yet ever nigh ; 
Receive my temp' rate vor z 
Not all the ftorms that ſhake the pole 
Can © er diſturb thy halcyon ſoul, 
And ſmooth unalter*d brow. 


O come, in ſimpleſt veſt array'd, 

With all thy ſober cheer diſplay'd, 
To bleſs my longing fight ; 

Thy mien compos'd, thy even pace, 

Thy meek regard, thy matron grace, 
And chaſte dad delight. 


No more my varying paſſions beat, 
O gently guide my pilgrim feet 
To find thy hermit cell ; 
Where, in ſome pure and equal ſky, 
Beneath thy ſoft indulgent eye, 
The modeſt virtues dwell. 


Simplicity, in Attic veſt, 
And innocence with candid breaſt, 
And clear undaunted eye 
And hope, who points to diſtant years, 
Fair opening thro” this yale of tears 
A v iſta to the ſky. 
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There health, thro* whoſe calm boſom glide 

The temp'rate joys in even tide, | 
That rarely ebb or flow ; 

And patience there, thy ſiſter meek, 

Preſents her mild unyarying cheek 
To meet the offer'd blow. 


Her influence taught the Phygian ſage, 
A tyrant maſter's wanton rage 

With ſettled ſmiles to meet: 
Inur'd to toil and bitter bread, 
He bow'd his meek ſubmitted head, 
And kiſs'd thy fainted feet. 


But thou, O nymph, retir'd and coy, 

In what brown hamlet doſt thou joy 
To tell thy tender tale? | 

The lowlieſt children of the ground, 

Moſs-roſe and violet bloſſom round, 
And lily of the vale. 


O ſay what ſoft propitious hour 
I beſt may chuſe to Hail thy power, 
And court thy gentle ſway ? 
When autumn, friendly to'the muſe, 
Shall thy own modeſt tints diffuſe, 
And ſhed thy milder day, b 


When eve, her dewy ſtar beneath, 
*Y balmy ſpirit loves to breathe, 
nd every ſtorm is laid; 
If ſuch an hour was e'er thy choice, 
Oft let me hear thy ſoothing voice 
Low whiſp'ring through the ſhade, 
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ON THE DEATH or a FAVORITE .OED 
SPANIEL. 


BY ROBERT. SOUTHEY». 


ND they have drown'd thee then at laſt, poor 
Phillis ! | 

The burthen of old age was heavy on thee, 

And yet thou fhould'ſt have liv'd! What tho” thiys 

4 eye | 

Was dim, and watch'd no more with eager joy 

The wonted call, that on thy dull ſenſe ſunk 

With fruitleſs repetition, the warm Sun 

Would eo have cheer'd thy ſlumber ; thou didſt 

ove ; 

To lick the hand that fed thee ; and, tho' paſt 

Youth's active ſeaſon, even life itſelf 

Was comfort.— Poor old friend! moſt earneſtly T 

Would I have pleaded for thee : thou hadſt been L 

Still the companion of my childiſh ſports; - _, p 

And as I roam'd o' er Avon's woody clifts, D 

From many a day-dream has thy ſhort quick bark C 

Recall'd my wand'ring ſoul. I have beguil'd 

Often the melancholy hours at ſchool, 
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Sour'd by ſome little tyrant, with the thought A 
Of diſtant home, and I remember'd then O: 
Thy faithful-fondneſs ; for not mean the joy, 4 
Returning at the pleaſant holidays, 4 H 
I felt from thy dumb welcome. Penſively | A 
Sometimes have I remark'd thy flow decay, H. 
Feeling myſelf chang'd too, aud muſing much Ne 


On many a ſad viciſſitude of life! 
Ah poor companion when thou followedſt laſt ' 


Thy maſter's ing footſteps to the gate 
That clos'd 1 . In hes? aha dich loſe 
Thy trueſt friend, and none was left to plead 
For the old age of brute fidelity ! 

But fare thee well! mine is no narrow creed; 
And HE who gave thee being did not frame 
The myſtery of life to be the ſport 

Of mercileſs, man! There is another world 
For all that live and move—a better one 
Where the proud bipeds, who would fain confine 
Infinite Goodneſs to the little bounds 2 
Of their own charity, may envy thee ! 


—— — 


5 
EULOGIUM ON CONVERSATION. 


BY WILLIAM COOK, ESQ, 


Delights to rove thro" all the honied ſprin 
Like muſic's voice, harmonious, deep, . clear, 
Pours all its information thro” the ear, 
Draws out the force of education's plan, 
Combines the whole, and finiſhes the man, 


See how it decorates the claſſic page! 
And how the ancients felt this pleaſing rage 
Or at their baths—their meals—the public hall, 
"Twas Converſation took the lead in all. 
Here rights were canvais'd—manners underſtood, 
And laws develop'd for the public good, 
Here heroes deeds were told with kindred blaze, 


Nor humbler virtyes 'ſcap'd their ſhare of praiſe. | 
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CONVERSATION, ever on the wing, g 
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The matron's conſtancy—the ſage's ſenſe, 

The power of beauty, and its beſt defence, 
The poor man's firmneſs in the ſtruggling hour, 
Contentment's charm, or riches” liberal power, 

All learning taught—all daily life had ſhewn—- 

The moſt unerring ſcience to be known— 
Were here enforced with ſimpleneſs and truth, 
As food for age, or models for their youth ; 
Nay, ev'n in death they felt tor human kind, 
And left their moral legacies-behind, 


O] life's true teacher! moſt illuſtrious fage ! 
Whoſe great example burns from age to age, 
Who ſcorn'd the trammels of the wrangling ſchools, 
And taught philoſophy by Chriſtian rules; 

Tho" doom'd a baſe unworthy death to ſhare, 

In ſpite of pity's voice, and virtue's prayer 
Still did thy ſoul, unbroken, and ſerene, 
With conſcious truth ſurvey the awful ſcene, 

| Fearleſs what pangs the poiſon'd bowl could give, 
And to the laſt inform'd us how to live, 


With theſe bright models plac'd before our view, 
Let's learn to copy each proportion true, | 
Explore what Converſation can produce, 

For moral happine(s, and ſocial uſe. 

In life's gay ſpring *tis that perpetual ſchool, 

Which moulds the manners, free from tyrant rule, 

Gives flow of ſpeech, and readineſs to {can 

The various habitudes of active man. 

Pofleſs'd of this, we better learn to prize 

What comforts faſhion gives, or what denies; 

What r imports, what friendſhip's crowds em- 
0 


ploy 
In all the frivolous purſuits of joy, 
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Shielded by this, we better learn to ſham _ 

Thoſe baſer lengths which youthful paſſions ran 
Gaming's ſad charm, which rends all focial ties, 
Engenders fraud, rapacity, and lies; | 
Or Bacchus” court, or luſt's decoying cell, 

Where rank diſeaſe and diffipation dwell. | 
Far from thoſe haunts the tutor'd boſom ſtrays, * 
Who Converſe loye—love not thoſe dangerous ways. 


What books we read, tho” read with critic zeal, 
'Tis Converſation ſtamps the final ſeal; 
Marks what's original, and what is known, 
And adds another's ſtrictures to our own. 
What ſchool, what travels, what examples taught, 
As rich materials for our uſe are brought, 
Proud now to feel what charm'd our earlier days, 
Return with ten-fold intereſt to our praiſe, 
On every fide we ſome advantage prove, N 
It warms our friendſhip, and inſpires our love. 


In later age, when paſſions milder flow, 
And our chief pride is rais'd on what we know, 
Tho? love no longer takes an active part, 

No longer flames or agitates the heart, 

Still Converſation keeps its ſettled throne, - 

Its power of pleaſing ſtill is all our own, 

By this once more we prove the virgin kind, 
And gain freſh conqueſts o'er her charms of mind, 
Diſperfe the gloomy, aid the cheerful hour, 

Obtain reſpect, and confidence, and power. 

And when, approaching to its awful cloſe, 
Life ſecks its chiefeſt Raine in repoſe, 
This ſccial charm fhall gild our ſetting day,. 
Inspire freſh hopes, and brighter views dilplay; 
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Hopes which foretaſte, confirm'd by pious truſt, - 
The ſacred Converſation of the juſt. 
Where man, made perfect,“ feels celeſtial fires,. 
Glows in diſcourſe, or hymns in heay*nly choirs, 
Where, bleſt communion ! every joy is thine, 
Eternal truth—and harmony divine. / 


— — 
VERSES, BY R. B. SHERIDAN, Esd. 


[Ma. SHERIDAN meeting Miss LiNLEY (Aſter- 
warde MRS. SHERIDAN) at the entrance of a 1 
grotto in the vicinity of Bath, took the liberty of 

Mering her ſome advice, with which, apprebend- x 
ing that ſbe was diſpleaſed, be left the following W F 
lines in the grotto next day.] 


9 is this moſs-cover'd grotto of ſtone, B 
| And damp is the ſhade of this dew-dripping 
tree - . 1 
Yet I this rude grotto with rapture will own, | 
And, willow, thy damps are refreſhing to me. Y 


For this is the grotto where Delia reclin d, 80 
As late J in ſecret her confidence ſought; 

And this is the tree kept her ſafe from he wind, 

As bluſhing ſhe heard tie grave leſſon I taught, I a, 


'Then tell me, thou grotto of moſs-cover'd ſtone, Az 

And tell me, thou willow, with leaves dripping dew; 
Did Delia ſeem vex'd when Horatio was gone? 

And did ſhe conteſs her reſentment to you? 


. 
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Methinks now each bough, as you're waving it, tries 
To whiſper a cauſe for the ſorrow I feel; 

To hint how ſhe frown'd when I dar'd to adviſe, 

And figh'd when ſhe ſaw that I did it with zeal. 


True, true, ſilly leaves, ſo ſhe did, I allow ; 


She * but no rage in her looks could I | 


ee: 
She frown'd, but reflection had clouded her brow: 
Sbe ſigh'd, but perhaps twas in pity to me. 


Then wave thy leaves briſker, thou willow of woe; 


I tell thee no rage in her looks could I ſee; _ 
I cannot, I will not believe it was fo;, 


She was not, ſhe could not, be angry with me. 


For well did the know that my heart meant no 


wrong, | i 
It Tunk at the thought of but giving her pain: 
But truſted its taſk to a faultering tongue, 


Which err'd from the feelings it could not e- | 


plain. 
Yet, oh! if indeed I've offended the maid, 


If Delia my humble monition refuſe 
Sweet willow, the next time ſhe viſits thy ſhade, 
Fan gently her boſom, and plead my excuſe. 


And thou, ſtony grot, in thy arch may'ſt preſerve. 
Two lingering drops of the night-fallen dew; - 

And juſt let them fall at her feet, and they"ILferve 
As tears of my ſorrow intruſted to ou. 
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or, 16ſt they unheeded ſhould fall at her feet, 
Let them fall on her boſom of ſhow, and I fwear, 


The next time I viſit thy moſs-cover'd ſeat, 
Tul pay thee each drop with a gemitne tear. 


So may'| thou, green willow; for tges thus tofs | 
Thy 9 fo lank cler the flow winding 
cam; | 

And thou; ſtony grotto, retain all thy moſs, 
While yet thete's a poet to make his theme. 


Nay more=-may tny Delia Rill give you het charts 
Each * and ſometimes the whole evening 
ong 3 | Wen oo 

Then, gtotto, de proud to ſapport her white arm; 
Then, willow, wave all thy green tops to her ſongs, 


' ODE TO SPRING. 
BY MISS ANNA MARIA PORTER. 


REEN-ROB'D Goddeſs! fait and young, 
From Venus and 1 mos ſprung; 
Blue-ey'd lily-boſom'd fair ! Pads 5: 
With Imiling lips and flowing haf, 
Come, with all thy feſtive hours, 


PDreſt in toronets of flowers, - 24A 
Such as thy owh April flings ES = 

From his de- impeurled whigs 5 a5 
Vi'lets, cowllips, and the roſe, - - $.cy4.. ft 


That yellow in the Meadow grows 
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Snow-drops pure, and lilies pale, 
That love to Taget in the vale, 
Come, and from thoſe ſwimming 
Where Cupids lurk, and _— lies, 
Scatter glaries o'er the earth, 1 
Such as may awake to birth 
Every loit'ring flower that dwells 
Cloſed within their icy cells. 
Hither turn thy buſkin'd feet, 
Haſte, thy Zephyrus to meet, 
2 with him delighted rove | 
\ ro eve wood, and eve grove z 
Bidding 7 bird awake 5 ; 
That drooping fits in dell or brake. 
Springs for thee, with looks elate, ! 
I The youths implore, the maidens wait 
- And ev lant, and every tree, 
Sighs, and buds, and droops for thee. 
See, the lilac longs to "I. 2 
Ober the green earth, le ſhower : 
And, waving o'er the fields, behold - 
The loft liburnum's ſplendid gold 
Swells in vain, and pants to caſt 
Her bloſſoms on the ſounding blaſt ; 
While now the almond, bluking deep, 
 Wakens from her careleſs fleep, ; 
And glowing, kindling, waits alone 
Thy preſence, to proclaim thee known. 
Oh! Fither haſte! for oft* I ſigh 
For April's earth, and April's ſky; - 
I pant to mark thy varied day, 
To bleſs thy ſmiles, to hail thy ſway ; 
To wander. with thee thro' thy bowers, 
Enjoy thy ſun, and feel thy ſhowers. 
Q_ 2 


In 
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THE DOG AND THE WATER-LILY. 


(A true Story) 


BY W. COWPER, ESQ. 


HE noon was ſhady, and ſoft airs 
Swept Ouſe's filent tide, 
When, *ſcap'd from literary cares, 
I wander'd on its ſide. 4 


My ſpaniel, prettieſt of his race, 
And high in pedigree; | 
(Two nymphs adorn'd with ev'ry grace 

That ſpaniel found for me) 


Now wanton' d loſt in flags and reeds, 
Now ſtarting into ſight, - 

Purſu'd the ſwallows o'er the meads, 
With ſcarce a flower flight, 


It was the time when Ouſe diſplay'd 
His lilies newly blown; 
Their beauties I intent ſurvey d, ! 


And one I wiſh'd my own, 


With cane extended far I ſought 

To fteer it cloſe to land, 
But ſtill the prize, tho* nearly caught, 
_  Eſcap'd my eager hand, 
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Beau watch'd my unſucceſsful pains 
With fix'd conſiderate face, 
And, puzzling, ſet his puppy brains 

To comprehend the caſe: 


But with a chirrup, clear and ſtrong, 
Diſperſing all his dream, | 
I then withdrew, and follow d long 
The windings of the ſtream. * \ 


ys ramble finiſh'd, I return'd, 

Beau trotting far before, 

The floating wreath again diſcern'd, 
And plunging left the ſhore, 

I ſaw. him with that lily eropp'd, 
Impatient ſwim to meet : 
9 approach, and ſoon he dropp'd 
he treaſure at my feet. e 


Charm'd with the fight, the world, I ery'd, 
Shall know of this thy deed; 

My dog ſhall mortify the pride 
Of man's ſuperior breed. 


But chief myſelf I will enjoin, 
Awake at duty's call, 

To ſhew a'love as prompt as. thine, 
To Him that gives me all, 
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' ODE TO WISDOM. 


BY MRS. BARBA ULD. 


WISDOM, if thy ſoft controul - 
Can ſooth the ſickneſs of the ſoul, 
Can bid the warring paſſions ceaſe, 
And breathe the calm of tender peace; 
Wiſdom ! I bleſs thy gentle ſway, 
And ever, ever will obey. 
But if thou com'ſt, with frown auſtere, 
To nurſe the brood of care and fear 
To bid our ſweeteſt paſſions die, 
And leave us in their room a hgh— | 
Or if thine aſpect ſtern have pow'r 
To wither each poor tranſient flow'r 
That cheers this pilgrimage of woe, 
And dry the ſprings whence hope ſhould 13 
Wiſdom, thine empire I diſclaim, 
Thou empty boaſt of pompous name 
In gloomy ſhade of cloiſters dwell, 
But never haunt my cheerful cell. 
Hail to pleaſure's frolic train! 
Hail to fancy's golden reign ! 
Feſtive mirth, and laughter wild, 
Free and ſportful 5 the child! 
Hope, with ea arkling eyes, 
And, eaſ Rich. ant fond 2 
Let theſe, 3 in fairy colours dreſt, 
For ever ſhare my careleſs breaſt : 
Then, tho' wiſe 1 may not be, 
The wiſe themſelves ſhall envy me. 
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A THOUGHT. UPON DEATH. - 


BY FITZGERALD... 


of (5 vain, my ſolil, tis impious all, 

The human lot to mourn 

That life ſo ſoon muſt fleet away, 
And duſt to duft return. 


Alas! from death the terrors "II 
When once tis underſtood ; 

"Tis nature's call—"tis God's deere 
And is, and muſt be good. 


| Wearied his limbs with honeſt 92 75 
And void of cares his breaſt, 

See how the lab' ring hind ſinks down 
Each night to wholeſome reſt. 
No nauſeous fumes perplex his ſleep, 

No guilty ſtarts 3 | 

The viſions that his fancy rms 2 
All free and chearful riſe,  . —- 


So thou, nor led by luſts aſtray, 
Nor gall'd with anxious ſtrife, 

With virtuous induſtry fulfil .. 
The * intent of life. 


Paſs calmly thy appointed da 
And uſcfully 2 Fs 


And then — rt ſure, whateꝰ er Lak 
Is reſt, and peace, and joy. 
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A PARAPHRASE on PSALM Ixxiv, v. 16,1. 
| BY MISS WILLIAMS, 


The day is thine, the night alſo is thine; thou haſt 
prepared the light and the ſun. _ 


*F bou haft ſet all the barders of the earth ; thou baſt 
made ſummer and winter, 


Y God! all nature owns thy ſway, 
M Thou giv'ſt the night, and thou the day 

- hen all thy loy'd creation wakes, 

When morning rich in luſtre breaks, 

And bathes in dew the op'ning flower, 

To thee we owe her fragrant hour ; 

And when ſhe pours her choral ſong, 

Her melodies to thee belong} 

Or when, in paler tints array'd, 

The evening ſlowly ſpreads her ſhade 

That foothing ſhade, that grateful gloom 

Can, more than day's enlivening bloom, 

Still ev*ry fond vain deſire, | 

And calmer, purer thoughts inſpire; 

From earth the penſive ſpirit free, . 

And lead the ſoften d heart to Thee. 


In * ſcene thy hands have drefs'd, 

In ev'ry form by thee impreſs d, 
Upon the mountain's awtyl head, | 

Or where the ſhelt*ring woods are ſpread ; 
In ev'ry note that fwells the gale, _ 

Or tuneful ſtream that cheers the vale, 
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As ſomething 


MODERN POEMS; 17 


The cavern's depth, or echoing grove, 
A voice is heard of praiſe and love. 


As o'er thy work the ſeaſons roll, | 
And ſooth, with change of bliſs, the ſoul, 
Oh never may their ſmiling train 

Paſs o'er the human ſcene in yain 

But oft” as on the charm we gaze, 
Attune the wond'ring ſoul to praiſe ; 
And be the joys that moſt we prize - 
The joys that from thy favour riſe! 


— | : ; 
H. 


: 
BY BURNS. Hee 


N OD unknown Almighty Cauſe 


Of all my hope and fear! 
In whole dread preſence, ere an hour, 
Perhaps I muſt appear ! 


If I have wander'd in thoſe paths 
Of life I ought to ſhun, | 
oudly in my breaſt -_ 
Remonſtrates I have done; 


| Thou know'ſt that Thou haſt formed me 


With paſſions wild and ſtrong ; - © 
And liſt'ning to their witching voice 
Has often led me wrong. 
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Where human weakneſs has come ſhort, 
Dr frailty ſtepp'd aſide, 
Do Thou, all good for fuch Thou art, 
In ſhades of darkneſs hide. 


Where with intention I haye err'd, 
No other plea I have, 


But, thou art and goodneſs $ ſill 
Delighteth 1 


— 
ELEOY TO PITY. 
AUTHOR UNKNOWN, 
HA lovely power whoſe boſom heaves the 
When tancy paints the ſcene of deep 8 


Whoſe tears ſpontaneous c lite the 
When rigid fate denies the power to 25 


Not all the ſweets Arabia's gales convey 

From flow'ry meads, can with that ſigh eompare; 
Not * +697 wht litt'ring in the morning ray, 

Seem near 0 beauteous as that falling tear, 


Devoid of fear, the fawng around thee p 
Emblem of peace, the dove before thee PL, ; 
No blood-ſtain'd traces mark thy blameleſs ways 

Beneath thy feet no hapleſs inſe& dies. 


| 9 2 nymph! and range the mead with me, 

; ring the partridge from the guileful foe, _ 
8 7 ret ſnares the ſtruggling bud to free, 

A ſtop the hand * d to give the blow, . 
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And when the air with heat meridian glows, _ | 
2 And nature droops beneath the conqu'rin gleam, | 
Let us, flow wand ring where tlie current flows, '.. | 
Save finkitg flies that float along the ſtream. 


Or turn to nobler, greater taſks thy cars, 
To me thy ſympathetic gifts impart; 
Teach me in friendſhip's griets to bear a ſhare, 
And juffly boaſt the gen'rous feeling heart, 


Teach me to ſoothe the helpleſs orphan's grief, 
With timely aid the widow's woes aſſuage, 

To mis'ry's tübving cties to'yield relief, 
And be the ſure teſoutce of droopitig age. 


So when the genial ſpring of life ſhall fade, 
And ſinking nature owns the dread decay, 
Some ſoul congetiial then may lend its aid, 
And gild the Cloſe of life's eventful daß. 


FROM THE PLEASURES OF MEMORY, 
8 A POEM. | 


BY SAMUEL ROGERS, 880. 


OWN on hazel copſe, at ev'ning, blaz's | 
'The 27% ford there we W500 and 
14 8 


Gard onher ſun-hurnt face with ſilent awe, 

Her tätter' 4 mantle, and her hood of ſtraw; 
Her moving lips, her cauldron brituming oer; 
| The drowſy brood that on her back ſhe bore, © 
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- Imps, in the barn with mouſing owlet bred, 
From rifled rooſt at nightly revel fed; 
Whoſe dark eyes flaſh'd thro? locks of blackeſt ſhade, 


When in the breeze the diſtant watch-dog bay d- 


And heroes fled the Sybil's mutter'd call, 

'W hoſe elfin proweſs ſcal'd the orchard-wall. 

And o'er my palm the ſilver piece ſhe drew, 

And trac'd the line of life with ſearching view, 
How ' throbb'd my flutt'ring pulſe with hopes and 


fears, ö 3 655 


To learn the colour of my future years! 


Ab, then, what boneſt triumph Bult a my breaſt 
els is to be bleſt! 


This truth once known—To b 

We led the bending beggar on his way; 

(Bare were his feet, his treſſes ſilver- grey) 

Sooth'd the keen pangs his aged ſpirit felt, 

And on his tale with mute attention dwelt, 

As in his ſcrip we dropp'd our little ſtore, 

And wept to think that little was no more, | 

He * his pray'r, * Long may ſuch goodneſe 
« live!“ | by 

Twas all he gave, twas all he had to give. 


But hark! thro? thoſe old firs, with fullen ſwell 


The church-clock ftrikes ! ye tender ſcenes, tarewel! 
It calls me hence, beneath their ſhade to trace 
The few fond lines that Time may ſoon efface. 
On yon grey ſtone, that fronts the ehancel-door, 
Worn {mooth by buſy feet now ſeen no more, 
Each eve we ſhot the marble thro' the ring, 
When the heart danc'd, and life was in its ſpring; 
Alas ! unconſcious of the kindred earth, , 
That faintly echoed to the voice of mirth, 
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FROM THE SAB. 


(fe th | vc 

has the aged tenant of the vale 
Lean d on his ſtaff to lengthen out the tale; 
© have his lips the grateful tribute breath d, 
From fire to ſon with pions zeal hequrath d. 
When o'er the blaſted heath the day deelin'd;,.. 


4 
. . * 


And on the {cath'd oak warr'd the winter windy 


When not a diſtant taper's twinkling ray 
Gleam'd o'er the furze to light him on his 
When not a ſheep-bell ſooth d his lift ning ear, 
And the big rain- drops told the tempeſt near; 
Then did his horſe the homeward track defery, 
The track that hunn'd his ſad, inquiring eye z 


And win each war ring purpoſe to releitz 


With warmth fo mild, fo gently violent; 

That his charm'd hand the careleſs rein relign'dy 

And doubts and terrors vaniſh'd from his mind. 
Recall the traveller, whoſe alter d form 

Has borne the buffet of the mountain-ſtormz 

And who will firſt his fond impatience meet ? 

His faithful dog's already at his feet! 

Yes, tho* the porter ſpurn him from his door, 

Tho? all, that 4 

His faithful dog ſhall tell his joy to each, 

With that mute eloquence which paſſes ſpeech, 

And fe, the maſter but returus to die! 

Yet who hall bid the watchful ſervant fly? 

The blaſts of heay'n, the drenching dews of earth 


The wanten inſults of unfeeling mirth; 


Theſe, when to guard misfortune's ſacred grave, 
Will firm fidelity exult YG a 


;< 


new him, know his face ho more | 


» 
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Led by what chart, tranſports the timid dove 
The wreaths of conqueſt, or the vows of love? 
Sap, thro' the clouds what compaſs points her flight? 
Monarchs have gaz'd, and nations bleſs'd the ent. N 
Pile racks on rocks, bid woods and mountains riſe, 
Eclipſe her native ſhades, her native ſæies:— 
Tis vain! thro' Ether's pathleſs wilds ſhe goes, 
And lights at laſt where all her cares repoſe, 

. Sweet bird! thy truth fhall Harlem's walls atteſt, 
And unborn ages conſecrate thy neſt. 

When with the flent energy of grief, 8 
With looks that aſł d, yet — hope relief, 
Want, with her babes, round gen'rous Valour lung, 
To wring the ſlow ſurrender from his tongue, 
*Twas thine to animate her cloſing eye; 


3 
= 
| 
| 
| 


1 Alas! *twas thine perchance the firſt to die, 
Cruſh'd by her meagre hand, when welcom'd from 


the ſky. 


—— © 
- 
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FROM THE SAME. 


Lo 


— 


HEN the blithe ſon of Savoy, roving round 
fl With humble wares and pipe of merry ſound, 
From his green vale and ſhelter'd cabin hies, 
And ſcales the Alps to viſit foreign ſkies; 
Tho? far below the forked lightnings play, 
And at his feet the thunder dies away, 
Oft', in the ſaddle rudely roek'd to ſleep, 
While his mule browzes on the dizzy ** 
With mem'ry's aid, he ſits at home, and ſees 
His children ſport beneath their native trees, 


—— 24 — 
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And 8 to hear their cherub · voices call, 
O er the loud fury of the torrent's fall. 
But can her ſmile with gloomy madneſs dwell * 
Say, can ſhe chaſe the horrors of his cell? 
Each fiery flight on frenzy's wing reſtrain, 
And — the coinage of the fever d brain? © 
Paſs but that grate, which ſcarce a gleam ſupplies, 
There in the duſt the wreck of Genius lies 
He, whoſe arreſting hand ſublimely wrought 
Each bold conception in the ſphere of thought; ' { 
Who from the quarried maſs, like Phidias, drew vp, 
Forms ever fair, creations ever knew. | 
But, as he fondly ſnatch'd the wreath of Fame, 
The ſpectre poverty unnerv'd his frame. | 
Cold was her graſp, a with'ring ſcowl ſhe e 
And hope's ſoft energies were felt no more. | 
Yet ſtill how ſweet the ſoothings of his art 
From the rude ſtone what bright ideas ftart ! 
Ev'n now he claims the amaranthine wreath, 
With ſcenes that glow, with images that breathe 
And whence theſe cenes, theſe i images, declare, . 
Whence but from her who triumphs o'er deſpair ? 
282 ariſe! with grateful fervour fraught, 
Go, ſpring the mine of elevated thought, 
He * thro' nature's various walk, ſurveys 
The good and fair her faultleſs line pourtrays z 
Who: mind prophan'd by no unhallow'd gu 
Culls from the crowd the pureſt and the beſt; > 
May range at will bright fancy*s golden clime, 
2 muſing, mount where Science fits ſublime, 
Or wake t ſpirit of departed time. 
Who acts thus wiſely, mark the moral muſe, 
ADE Kden in his 1 reviews rr 
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So richly cultur'd every native Se bas 
Its ſcanty limits he forgets to —— | e 
But the tool, vrhen evening ſhades the ſæy, 
Turns but to ſtart, and gazes but to ſigh! 5 
'The weary waſte, that lengthen'd as he ran, 
Fades to a blank, and dwindles te a ſpan! 
Ah! who can tell the triumphs, of the mind, 
By truth illumin'd, and by taſte refin'd ? 2 
When age has quench'd the eye and clos'd the ear; 
Still: nerv'd for action in her native ſphere, N 
Ott will ſhe riſe—with ſearching glance purſue 
Some long- lovd image vaniſh'd from her view; 
Dart thro” the deep receſſes of the p , 
** duſky ſorms - chains of . us ; vy 
ith grants ing back the folds of night, 
And e the ali fogitive wo light.” > * 
So thro*-the grove th' impatient mother flies, 
Each funleſs glade, each ſecret pathway tries z 
Till the light leaves the truant<boy difeloſe, © 
Long on the wood-moſs ſtretgh'd in ſweet repoſe, 


— — 


FROM THE SAME. 


FT* may the ſpirits of the dead deſcend, 
To watch the tlent ſlumbers of a friend ; 
To hover yound his ev'ning-walk unſeen, *- | 
8 hold ſweet converſe on the duſky green; 
o hail the ſpot where firſt their friendſhip grew. 
And heavw'n and nature d to their view. 
Oft*, when he trims his chearful hearth, and fres © 


A ſmiling circle emulous to pleaſe ; 


— 


/ 3 8 . 
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There may theſe gentle gueſts delight to dwell, © 
And blefs the ſcene they lov'd in life ſo well! 
<'Oh thou! with whom my heart was wont to ſhare 
From reaſon's dawn each pleaſure and each A 
With whom, alas! I fondly hop'd to know 
The humble walks of happineſs below; 
If thy bleſt nature now unites above 
An angel s pity with a brother's love, 
Still o'er my life preſerve. thy mild controul, 
Correct my views, and elevate my ſoul; 
Grant me "thy peace and purity of mind, 
Devout, yet cheerful, active, yet reſign” d; 
Grant me, like thee, whoſe heart knew 15 ara 
Whoſe. blameleſs wiſhes — pwn to rie, 
To meet the changes time chance preſent, 
With modeſt dignity and calm content. 
When thy laſt breath, ere nature ſunk to reſt, 
Thy meek fubmiſſion to thy God expreſs d 
en thy laſt look, ere thought an feeling fled, _ 
A mingled gleam of hope and triumph ſhed ; 
What to thy ſoul its glad affurance KF ; 
Its hope in death, its triumph oer t 
The ſweet Rememb rance of unblemiſh*d 145908 2 
Th: inſpiring voice of innocence and truth ! 
Hail, mtm'ry, hail! in thy exhauſtleſs mine 
From age to age unnumber'd treaſures Reben, 1 
wought and her — brood thy call obey 
And place and time are fabje to thy rar | 
Thy pleaſures moſt we feel, when moſt alone; 
2 4 pleaſures we can ca our own. 
Lig] hter than air, hope's ſummer-viſions die, | 
ut a fleeting cloud obſcure the ſky ; 
If but a beam of ſober Reaſon play, 
Lo, fancy's fairy og e melts away! 


* 
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But can the wiles of art, the graſp of po- r, 
Snatch the rich relics of a well - ſpent hour ?- | 
Theſe, when the trembling ſpirit wings her flight, 

our round her path a ſtream of living light; 
And gild thoſe pure and perfect realms of reſt, 
Where virtue triumphs, and her ſons are bleſt! 


. 
4 TO MY CANDLE. 
RY PETER PINDAR. 


HOU lone companion of the ſpectred night, 
I yake amid thy friendly-watehful light, 
To fteal a precious hour from lifeleſs fleep— _ 
Hark, the wild vproar of the winds ! and hark, 
Hell's genius roama the regions of the dark, 
And ſwells the thund'ring horrors of the derp. 


From cloud to cloud the pale moon hurrying flies; 
Now blacken'd, and now flaſhing thro her Kies, 
But all is flence bere—brneath thy beam, 
I own I labour for the voice of praiſe— 
For who would fink in dull oblivien's ftream? ? 
Who waukt not live in ſongs of diſtant days? 


Thus while I wond'ring pauſe o'er Shakſpeare's 


page b 
I mark, in viſſons of delight, the fage, ö 
High o'er the wrecks of man w Hands ſublime z 
A column in the melancholy waſte 


(ts cities humbled, and it's glories paſt), _ 


Majeſtic, mid the ſolitude of ine. 
Yet now to ſadneſs let me yield the hour— _ 1 
Ves, let the tears of pureſt friendſhip ſhow're | 


— 
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| . 1 view, alas! what ne'er hoy 3 
A form that wakes my deepeſt fig ß 
A form, that. feels of death the leaden ſleep 

Deſcending to the realms of ade 

1 view a pale-cy'd panting maaid,- 

I ſee the Virtues o'er their fay'rite weep. 


u could the Muſe's ſimple pray r 
83 the envied trump of tame, T 
Obliuian ſhould Rliæa ſpare; . 

A world ſhould echo with her name. 5 


8 


Art thou departing too, my trembling friend? 


Aht draws thy little luſtre to its end ? | 
Ves, on thy frame fate too ſhall ſtx her ſeal—- - 
O let me, penfive, watch thy pale decay; 
How faſt that frame, ſo tender, wears away? 
How taſt thy life the reſtleſs minutes ſteal? 


Haw flender now, alas! thy thread of fire! 5 

Ah! falling, falling, ready to expire | __— 
In vain thy ſtruggles —all will ſoon be &'er. 

At life thou firatobe with an eager leap: 

Now round I ſee thy flame fo feeble creep, : 
Faint, leſs ning, quiv*ring, glimm' ring now na 

more ! os | 1 5 

Thus ſhall the ſuns of ſeĩenee fink aways”  - 
And thus of beauty fade the faireſt flow/r— . .. 

For where's the giant who to me ſhall fay, 
« DeſtruRive tyrant, I arreſt-thy poW T? 
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' EVENING CONTEMPLATION IN A COLLEGE, 
In Imitation of Gray's Elegy in a Country Church-yard, | 
' BY DUNCOMBE. þ 
PP HE curfew tolls the hour of cloſing gates, | b 
With jarring ſound the porter turns the key; 


Then in his dreary manſion ſlumb'ring waits, 
And ſlowly, ſternly, quits it, though for me. 


Now 'ſhine the ſpires beneath the paly moon, 
And thro” the cloiſters peace and filence reign;'- 
Save where ſome fidler ſcrapes a drowſy tune, 

Or copious bowls inſpire a jovial ſtrain ;- 


Save that in yonder cobweb-mantled room, 
Where ſleeps a ſtudent in profound repoſe, 

Oppreſs'd with ale, wide echoes thro* the gloom - 
The droning muſic of his vocal noſe. 2 


Within det walls, where thro" the glimm'ring 

8 ade, a | : ; 

_ + . Appear: the pamphlets in a mould'ring heap, 
Fach in his narrow bed till morning laid, g 


The peaceful fellows of the college ſleep. 


he tinkling bell proclaiming early pray'rs, 
| The noiſy ſervants rattling o'er their head, 
The call of buſineſs and domeſtic cares, | 

Ne'er rouſe theſe ſleepers from their downy bed. 


No chatt'ring females crowd their ſocial fire, 
No dread have they of diſcord and of ftrife ; 

Unknown the names of huſband and of fire, 

Unfelt the plagues of matrimonial life. 
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Oft have they baſk'd beneath the ſpnny wales. 
Oft have the benches bow'd beneath their weight, 


How jocund are their looks when dinner calls + 
How ſmoke the cutlets on their: crowded: plate! 


O! let not temp'rance, too diſdainful, hear 2 
How long their feaſts, how long their dinners n 
Nor let the fair, with a contemptuous £97 Lo 
*On theſe unmarried men reflections. caſt + _  -- 


The ſplendid fortune and the beauteous face ge 
(Themſelves confeſs it, and their ſires bemoanÞ - 2: 


Too ſoon are 8 by ſcarlet and by lace 
; | Theſe ſons of {cience ſhine'i in black Wn g 


Forgive, ye fair, th' involuntary fault, 

It theſe no feats of gy" few | 
Where en proud Eee een 
Mejodious Fraſi trills her quayering bes. . 


Su is the fword well ſuitell to thi band? 

broider d coat agree with ſable 

Can Mechlin laces ſhade a. churchman's hand - 
Or learning's votaries ape the beaus of tem 


Perhaps in theſe time-tott”ring walls reſide 
Some who were ouce the darling of the fair, - 
Some who of old could taſtes and faſhions guide, 
Controul the manager, and awe the play'r. | 


But ſcience now has fill'd their vacant mind 


With Rome's rich ſpoils, andtruth's exalted views, 
Fir'd them with tranſports of a nobler kind, 
"A Rr them ili ighit all A Ka the muſe, / 
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Full many a lark, high towering t6 the by, 


| * prince and people to command applauſe, * 
| 1 


To ſhieJd Britannia's and religion's laws, 


Or fhut the gates of heav'n on Joſt mankind, 


Far from the giddy town's tumultuous ſtrife, 


19 MODERN POEMS. 2 


Unheard, unheeded, s th' approach of light: 
Full many a ſtar, — by metal 18 lol: 
With twinkling luſtre glimmers club the night, 


Some future Herring, who, with dauntleſs breaſt, 

' * Rebellion's' torrent ſhall like him oppoſe, , 

Some mute, unconſcious Hardwicke here may relt, 1 
Some Pelham, dreadful to his country's foes. 


idſt ermin” to guide the high debate, 


And fteer, with ſteady courſe, the helm of ſtate— Y 


Fate yet forbids ; nor circumſcribes alone % 

Their growing virtues, but their crimes confines 

Forbids in freedom's veil t* inſult the throne, 
Beneath her maſque to hide the worſt deſigns ; 


To fill the madding crowd's perverted mind | 
With © penſions; taxes, marriages, and Jews z** _ 


And vreſt their darling hopes, their future views, 


Their wiſhes yet have never learn'd to ſtray 
Content and happy in a ſingle life, 
They keep the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 


Ev'n now their books from cobwebs to protect, 

Inclos'd by doors of glaſs in Doric ſtyle, 

On poliſh'd pillars raiz'd with bronzes dack' d, 
"They claim the paſſing tribute of a ſmile: 


N % 
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1 Oſt are the author's names, though richly 3 | 
Mu- ſpelt by blund* ring binders' want of care; 
- And many a catalogue is firew'd around, 


To tell th admiring gueſt what books are there, 


' 


For who, to thoughtleſs ignorance a prey 
Neglects to hold ſhort dallianer with a book 7 
Who there but wiſhes to prolong his ſtay, £9 
And on thoſe caſes caſts a ling*ring look 7? 


Reports attract the lawyer's parting eyes, | 
f Novels Lord Fopling and Sir Plume requires | 


For ſongs and plays the voice of beauty cries, 
>. And ſenſe 2 and nature Grandiſon defire. 


For thee, who, mindful of thy loy'd compeers, | 
Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate, 
it chance, with prying ſearch, in future IN: 
Some antiquarian ſhould enquire thy fa 


© Haply ſome friend may ſhake his boary bead. 
A And fay, „Each morn unchill'd by froſts he ran, 
With hoſe ungarter'd, o'er you turfy bed, 
+ | 56 To each the chapel ere the pſalms began 8 


— 


. There, in the arms of that lethargic chair, 

;, * Which rears it's old mouth-eaten back fo high, 
 « Ar-noon he quaff'd three glaſſes to the fair, 

„And por'd upon the news with curious e. 


5 

| No by the fire engag'd in ſerious talk, 

* Or mirthful converſe, would he loit' ring ſtand 3 

Then in the garden choſe.# ſunny walk, l 
Or launch'd the ry d bowl with Ready band. 


- 


11 
* 
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One morn e miſs'd him at the hour of prag 


% Another came; nor yet within the chair, 
% Nor yet at bowls or thapel was he ſeen. © 


That day to church he led a bluſhing brides 
. 8 A nymph whoſe ſnowy veſt and maiden fear 


d Now, by his patron's bounteou __— 
IN rural itvnocenie fecure IL dwelt, 
Next to the bleſſings of religious truth, 


Seek not to draw me from this kind retreat, 


| | 


#7 4 * ** 


% Nor in the hall, nor on his fav'rite green! [> 


ke The next wWe heard that; in a neighb'ring thi 


— 


« Improy'd her beauty while the knot was tied 


: 
He roves enraptut'd thro' the fiylds of Kent; 
at Yet ever mindful of the place he lord, 

Kead here the leiter which he lately ſent.— 


& en 


Alike to fortune and to fame unknown; T4 
Approving conſtience cheers my humble cell, 
An' ſocial quiet marks me for her Ne. 


Two gifts my end leſs gratitude engage - 
A fe, the joy and raniort of my youth; 
Now with a ſonz the comfort of my age. 


In loftier ſpheres unfit, untaught to move; 
Content with xalm/domeſtic life, where met. 
The' ſweets of friendſhip, and the ſmiles of K 


ws 2 


